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I love thee greatly Qill—thy {pan 
Of life I would of care deprive; 
Bid anguiſh die, and joy ſurvive; 
And turn the ſeldom erring dart 
That miſery levels at thy heart.” 
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MISS KEP PEI. 


Mavan, 


Havixe folicited the honour 


of dedicating 'this little volume to you, 
and obtained your permiſſion, I hope 1 


ſhall not hereafter have occaſion to accuſe 


myſelf with temerity ; yet, when I con- 


fider the unimportance of the materials f 
and doubt the correctneſs of the ſtyle, I 
feel, in ſome degree, apprehenſive that 


you will regard it as a very trifling per- 


formance. If it amuſe you, madam, I 


8 am 


. 
# 
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into regions with which I was unac- 


i 5 = obliged, 
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am ſatisfied: in point of information it is 
palpably: defective. I have not attempted 


to dive where I was conſcious I could not 


fathom ; nor have I adyenturouſly ſoared 


quainted. I thank you for the conde- 
ſcenſion you have ſhewn me, and the 
ſenſe of it will long be retained,. by, 


Madam, 


obedient, and very dane fervans, 
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Tar preface!—cries the ſage, with pointed ſneer, 


Why ſhould a preface in this book appear? 


Their tender novels and romances ſtript 
Of all ſuperfluous matter; if they write 
As Folly and blind Ignorance indite, 


| 14110 
Prompted by bowels rumbling to be fill dd 


Let maids go mad, and raviſhers be kill'd; 

Let lovers curſe the ſtars and ſilver ion, 

And chaſe ſome Phantom thro' the caſtle's ; gloom; 5 
4 Tread 


i, 


"Tis arrogance !—theſe ſcribblers ſhould be whipt, N 
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vil PREFACE: 


Tread o'er green ſkulls, rank fleſh and crumbling 
| bones, 
ERECT 


Let ſtranger parents ſtranger children meet, 


Claſp, hug, and ſqueeze, and kiſs each other's 
feet; 
Find bloody arrows, croffes, © cherries red, 


The very features of the very dead: 

But prefaces in faith, it makes me laugh : 
Ten grains of wheat upon a peck of chaff. 

1 hate ſuch pertneſs in theſe little wits, 

Who write their nonfenſe in their full-moon fits, 
When, influenc'd by the planet, like the tide, 


Their brains to water change and onward slide; 3 
Fin vile ſtupidity the current drain, ot 
And calcine it's thick muddy bed again. 

This ABER FORD—this wight—whoſe wretched proſe 
5 15 coarſe and paltry as his ill-darn'd hoſe,  _ f 
of ( od verſe reminds me of thè naſal ſound, | 1 
Or te harmonic powers in aſſes found, 

Whoſe ſenſe is loſt ; ; whoſe anecdotes are poor; 


Whoſe principles, — 
— Hold, fig, I Il hear no more; 


My mind has imperfections I admit, 

Nor have I ever deem'd myſelf a wit: 
Cenſure my errors, and my faults deride, 

And laſh me with unfeeling ſcorn and pride; 
I'll bear it, ſmiling But, if you accuſe 

Of immorality my humble muſe; 

Call me a champion in Vice's cauſe, 

A rude Defamer of our country's laws, 

A wayward ſon of God, or foe to man, 

If you ſuppoſe that I would merit damn, i 
Speak with impiety, or cauſe the bluſh {on y 4 
Of innocence into her cheeks to ruſh, 1: oY 
Your calumny is baſe, is mean, is foyl 

As Vulcan's fiithy, or as Pluto's ſoul, 


- 
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The right of preface, fir, to me belongs, 
Whether I deal in ethics, or in ſongs; 
Whether I touch on matters of the ſtate, 

Or of the theatres more idly prate 

Whether I turn biographer of men 

Of talents and renown, or uſe my pen 

In writing lives, at Newgate drop, cut ſhort, 


Whether I praiſe what paſt divincs have taught; 
AS Ot 


Wwe 


Or aid the atheiſt, or cruſh his cauſe; 

Or compliment, or damn th' exiſting laws: 
Your frowns my licence cannot ſet aſide, 
Nor ſhalt you fright me by your hoſtile ſtride. 


Lock in his gloomed face, his ſprite there ſean, 
| Haſte to the church-glebe houſe asfhriewed man 

Thou art an author, and thou writ'ſt for bread ; 

By pale neceſſity thou'rt onward led. 

My motive nearly is allied to thine; 

But poveriy's a curfe, and not a crime. 
Still ſome philoſophers will gild it oer, 
And talk as if twere bleſſed to be poor; 

As if we were to be refin'd by want, 
By empty ſtomachs and by dinners ſcant; 
As if our ſouls grew proſperous in diſtreſs, 
And when we crave the more we want the leſs; 


As if, when faccourleſs and naked driven, 


We are peculiar objects unto Heaven! 

Write it, ye Moraliſts, with bellies big, 

Who oft regate on turtle and on pig; 

And preach it, Churehman, on the holy day, 
Whenz warm with port, demure you go to pray, 
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When, turning up your eyes devout to God, 

You o'er the ſmooth-fac'd ſexton want to nod. 

Say the rank weeds that in life's garden grow, 

Will buds put forth, and ſoon all-lovely blow ; 
Say that the beggar's joys are great as thoſe, 

Of him who wears a crown upon his brows. 

Speak all theſe dogmas, clerically ſtrong, 

With graceful attitudes which now belong 

To the new ſchool of parſons: if I'm there, 
From my own foul ſhall flow th' unprompted prayer; 
And if I view you, with a doubtful look, + 
As one well-fee'd for conning of his book ; 

Trace ſome aberrances within your mind, 

Or ſee you ſtart from precepts left behind, 

Pl ſhun the labyrinth, tho' ſtrew'd with flowers, - 
And turn my feet toward truth's unfading bowers. 


I own my motives: yet, a little praile 
Beſtow'd—if merited—upon my lays, „ 
My unaſſuming muſe would grateful prove, 

. And in her ſylvan haunts more joyous move ; 
Seize her rude lyre, and touch its every ſtring, 

And anxious ſtrive more eloquent to ſing. % 
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But, ah! I fear the is by all condemn'd, 
Too lowly and obſcure to gain a friend; 
For, diffident, the broader paths ſhe flies, ig wg? 
Nor courts th* approving ſmiles of Fame's bright eyes. ; 


Enthufiaſt— In the melancholy hour, 

When Heaven's calm face appear'd on me to lour, 
When, plac'd 'mid(t Joys, my heart refus'd to ſhare 
The bliſs of man, and dwelt on grief and care, 


, Till Nature and her works have hateful ſeem'd, 


And every wiſh of life was almoſt wean'd; 


Then, Muſe, thou haſt approach'd with placid wing 


I > 


With eyes in which thy ſoul was ſeen to glow ; 
Difperſing the thick vapours of my brain, 
And ſoothing woe with thy extatic {train ; 
Cauſing the ugly demons of deſpair 

To beat with lazy wing the tainted air; 
While thou to foreſts green haſt joyous led, 


And twin'd the native roſes round my head. 


Oh! it was ſweet—it was felicity, 


Dear Maſe! to be companion unto thee : 
The honey dews, which on the ſuckles hung, 
Dropt from the bowers, and fell upon thy tongue; 


The 
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The nightingale ſung in the waving pine, 

But cen her notes were not ſo ſoft as thine : 

Thy themes were tender as thy harmony, 

Dear Mufe! twas ſweet to be belov'd by thee. 

The airy leſſons thou wert wont to teach, 

Thy votary's humble powers could never reach; 

Yet, when he gain'd ſome knowledge of thy art, 

He gave to thee the bleſſings of his heart: 

Still he entreats that, all the ſummer long, 
You'll rove with him the waving woods among; 

Still, ſtill he craves th' enlivening ſmile of thee, 


Dear Muſe! and courts thy ſoft ſociety. 
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; eee ar e if 

c 1. 1 Sund not; Mr. Aberbord, þ EY 

ſaid it is ſix years ſince you ſaw England, 

| faid Mr. Frampton, who was a merchant at 

Hamburgh, and to whom Thad lately « delivered. 4. . 

letters of recommendation. Yo re Per- 5 

fey Fright, Sir,” I replied; I was in Ger- 

| miny at the commencement of the war; and; 2 

being deſirous of entering into active life, = * 
| requeſted my friends to procure. me a com- 

mifſion in the army of his Britannic majeſty.” 


—*< You did wrong, then ;—bur, pardon me; | | 
T had forgot myſelf. You'muſt have Wh ed. 
many dreadful effects of contention. 1 
have, indeed: pray God I may never feeithe 1 


like again You need not have retracted * 
ads; I am now willing to confeſs that * 
1 wasat6o” 9 ; A was en 
" SD * '$ , 77 ide 
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the has 1 ſaw, and witk the employment I 
had engaged in. I would not, however, quit 
my profeſſion till the troops were ordered to 
withdraw from the Continent; I then laid 
down my ſword, and ſince that time have 
continued to wander in many parts of the 
empire. Have you lately paſſed through 
the theatre of war?” —©< Not two months 
have ſince ſcarcely elapſed,” -—< Well, Sir; 
and pray what appearances were there?“ — 
* Depopulated towns; uninhabited villages; 
fields without verdure; men, women, and 
children without bread, or cloathing. Some- 
times I aw the moſt beautiful ſtructures 
levelled: to the ground ; and, now and. then; 
when wandering in a leſs frequented part of 
the country, I have beheld the contaminated 
body of a ſoidier, who had fallen in | baſics 
which was left to rot on the ground. Ah, 
my God!” cried Mr. Frampton, *“ what a 
+; picture you have drawn. But I have de- 
Heated with truth, Sir.” —< J have reaſon to 
bg - * ſippdle that you have. But pray—do not 
_._ think the queſtion impertinent — pray how 
8 5 wen men has your ſword facrificed? — 
Ng CC Not ONE, Sir; I _wrer yet killed: . 
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1 raſhly wounded one in a ſkirmiſh ; but his 


eyes ſeemed to implore that mercy which 1 


could have given him without ſupplication. 
I bound my handkerchief round his wound, 


and triumphed in thoſe feelings for which 


ſome military men would have deemed me 


culpable.— Heavens! Mr. Aberiord, you 
are little adapted for a ſoldier,” '—< True; 


nature never deſigned me for one, and the 


folly of taking up arms is now palpable. I 


reſpected my ſovereign, though I could not 


mangle the limbs of his opponents. But I 


ſhall return to my country with — ” © Ah, 
| that country cried Mr. Frampton, piteouſly : _ 
he would not, however, finiſh the ſentence, © 


though I preſt him, as much as good breeding 
would allow, to utter his full meaning. 


. 


I was now informed that the packet was 
ready to fail, and, conſequently, compelled to 


break the converſation. Having made ac- 


knowledgments, to Mr. Frampton for 


iendihip he had profeſſed, I ſent a porter 
with my portmanteau, and followed bim to 
5 Wer woe. . 4 * AY 
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many civilities he had ſhewn me, and for the 


=» a 
; 2 1 * 
- FTI DM 
3 
— 2 
ut 
4 


proviſions contained in his hamper; and the 
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THE FRENCHMAN AND HIS DAUGHTER, a 


ſtept on board the veſſel which was to take me 
to England: it was completely filled: men, 
women, and children, of all nations, were | 
mingled together; and little reſpe& was paid . 
to politeneſs, or to good breeding. The 
Swiſs beheld every thing with apathy, and 
merely regarded his own accommodation: : 
the German ſeemed anxious. only for the good 


_ Tolitary French emigrant ſighed deeply, and W 
 fixedhis eyes dejectedly on the water. There 
Vas a great number of men of the laſt deſerip- 
tion, but they were not to be diſtinguiſhed! by 
the national characteriſtic; there was no happy 
indifference ſpread upon their countenance; 
2 and diſtreſs had contracted their 
bros: they did not indulge themſelves witk 
any Volable converſation; but the fighs of 
_ deſpondency iſſued from their breaſts, to w# 
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* Many of ye,” faid I, © mentally, may 
have ſufficient and dreadful cauſe to mourn. 
Youare flying from ſcenes of blood and terror; 
you have been purſued by tyranny ; the mon- 
ſters of power may have directed their accurſed 
views to you, and ſent their myrmidons in 
queſt of your blood; nay, probably, the throats 
of your fathers, of your mothers, of your bre- 
thren, and of your children, have poured forth 
che ſtream of Exiſtence. I wonder not at the : 
deſpondeney of your countenances —at the 
tears which ſoften manhood: I wonder not 
that you ſo often turn your voy towards your 
native ſores 
vx 
* With many an nakiag wiſh and impotent defire.” 


1 


The wind was favourable to us, and oupveſiel | 
glided rapidly over the waters. Amongſt 
the group of unfortunates I particularly diftin- 
guiſhed two: the one was a reſpectable look- 
ing man, and the other appeared to be his 
daughter. The face of the former was ſor- 
roWful in the extreme; the woman was veiled, 


white arm was freq uently thrown around the 
WE 4 erk 
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but I never faw a more graceful form. Her 
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neck of her parent; and ſhe Gighed is piteouſly, 
that ſhe infuſed melancholy in my mind. 
Had not reſpect and delicacy kept me ſilent, 

_ T ſhould have delighted in expreſſing my 

- friendſhip, and my defire to ſerve them. The 
intereſting girl ſat about two hours on deck, 
when I heard her complain of faintneſs, and 
_ expreſs a wiſh to go down into the cabin. 
Her father gently raiſed her, and tendered his 
arm: ſhe took it and began to move; but- 
ſhe found the ſupport inſufficient, and was 
compelled to lit down again. 


I aroſe immediately, and, bowing reſpert- 

fully to them both, offered my aſſiſtance, 

which was, with many acknowledgments, 
accepted. She took hold of my left arm, and 
her hand went near to my heart, which heat 
wich brotherly affection and pity. Having 
a reached the cabin ſhe thanked me, and at the 
3 fame time raiſed her veil, diſplaying à coun- 
tenance of extreme ſorrow. Beauty was 
withering in her face, and the roſe of health 
had decayed. I could have kiſſed the tears 
on her eyes, and warmed her et * in 
my 
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my anxious boſom. She laid down on a bed, 


and I returned with her diſtreſſed father to the 


deck. 


SIGHS OF ANGUISH. | 

Arrnovon I was not without curioſity, 
yet I was not impertinent. I did not pique 
myſelf upon the flight ſervice I had ſhewn the 
emigrants; I conſidered it as an office which 
humanity claimed of me, and did not expect 
any farther acknowledgment from either the 
father or the daughter. But I perceived that 


the eyes of the Frenchman were often directed 


towards me with tenderneſs, and that gratitude 
beamed from them. Still our converſation 


was ſmall; and even when he did addres me, 


his mind ſeemed inclined to ſome more im 


portant ſubject. 


4 The fun ſunk in the waves, and twilight 
ſucceeded, The paſſengers retired to the 


cabin, and I alone remained on the ceck, ſave 
Re WT 
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| the pilot and watch. I had no oe to 
fleep: I wrapped a mariner's coat around me; 
and, placing myſelf at the ſtern of the veſſel, 
I took a flute from my pocker and played 
. Storace's beautiful compoſition of the Lullaby, 
and ſeveral other pieces of the ſame plaintive 
ftrain. I once. caught my fingers tripping in | 
a briſker movement, but I immediately preſſed 
them firmly on the flute and ſuſpended my 
breath. I thought that the paſſengers, nay, 
even the unfortunate, might be aſleep, and. I 
had no deſire to diſturb their repoſe, -l would 
not have waked the fair emigrant for any con- 
fideration, If you are ſlumbering, dear 
- maiden,” faid I, . tranquil be your hours, 
and happy your dreams, Grief, like yours, 
muſt need alleviation, May peace reſide in 
your boſom now, when the morning breaks, 
and ever thereafter ; may health, once more, 
crimſon your cheeks and animate your eyes; 
and, oh] may ſorrow fly from you, and W 
again a to moleſt you! | : 


If my ſpeech was a little too figurative, « 
pro it was not affected: I actually felt an 


1 intereſt for the poor nas and her ſad 
_— &, 
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aſpect, though only once viewed by me, was 


ſo familiar to my eye, that I fancied I ſaw it 


again, and that J again heard her deſponding 
fighs. But even in my boyiſh days, I re- 
member that my warmth of imagination was. 
frequently a ſubject of ridicule. My mother 
faid it was a bleſſing; my father hoped it 
would not prove a curſe, * If we train him 
to the church,” ſaid the former, ( it will be 
of ſingular advantage; it will give force to 
divine truth. Divine truth,” replied 
the latter, ironically, „requires a temperate. 
underſtanding, and not a warm imagination.“ 
„ But in the law,” ſaid my mother 
t Cunning: would be a better ſubſtitute.” — 
„ What, if he be placed in the army?“ ““ IT 
may make him raſh.” . Well, but ſyppoſe 
he ſhould prove to be a poet? God for- 
bid!” exclaimed my father; * I hope that 
you, my dear wife, and all my children, will 
die a natural death. I know of no diffolution. 
ſo truly ſhocking as that of being ſtarved.” _ 


I gave a ſigh to the ſorrows of the emigrant, 
and put my flute into my pocket. The 
beams of the moon played upon the water, 
a vs 7 
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and whitened the ſails of our bark; the ma- 
riners were all ſilent; and the only noiſe that 
was heard was made by the waves gently 


beating againſt the ſides of the veſſel, and by 
the fails ruſtling in the breeze. Harmony 


yielded to reflection; my eyes roved over the 
world of waters, and my mind ſoared towards 


heaven. A deep ſigh came upon my ear; 


and I found that it proceeded from a perſon 
who was ſtanding on the other ſide of the 
deck. He ſighed again, and again; and, 
after an interval of ſome minutes, I heard him 
ſpeak. The language was French; and I ſoo 


diſcovered that he was the father of the Poor | 
ſufferer, whoſe misfortunes I had been ſecretly. 


deploring. Oh, my poor Annette!” he 
criedg © my brave ſons! my'—” Anguiſh 
ſtopped his breath. He continued to gaze 


for a conſiderable time on the water, when 
turning round and ſeeing me, whom he did not . 
probably recollect, he placed his hands before 


his eyes, and again went down to the cabin. 


This circumſtance affected me much, and 
I felt. all the concern. of a commiſerating 
. chriſtian; I ſoon after retired to my bed: 
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| fleep, however, was not biendly to me, and 
I cloſed not my eyes until I had W 
heaven 1 in behalf of the ſufferers. 


A RETURN. TO-ONE'S COUNTRY. 


Wirnovr vanity, I fay that I do not 
believe any man has more claim to the cha- 
racter of a philanthropiſt than I have. I love 
all the world, and if it were in my power 1 | 
would ſerve all the world : I would dreſs every 
face with gladneſs, and ſtore every heart with 
happineſs. But hold, Aberford ,—this aſſer- 
tion may be miſconſtrued—T make an excep-— 
tion of confirmed villians, and of men 
chronically unprincipled. Theſe I cannot: 


admit into the ſcale of fraternity, although it 


grie ves me to think that any one ſhould be 
neceſſarily excluded. Though we look not 
for perfection in man, yet we reſpect thoſe 
moſt who come the neareſt to it.—I ſhould 
love myſelf more than Þ do, if my errors were 
fewer. 5 "EEE 
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On the following morning E again ſaw the 
ut up appy Frenchman, and _ enquired 
how his daughter did. He ſhook his head, 
and told me that his beloved child had paſſed 
a very unquiet night. About noon ſhe came 
on deck, thinking to derive benefit from the 
air. Deſpondency ſtill hung upon her pale 


face, and her eyes were ſtill expreſſive of grief. 
My heart reached her before my feet were 
near to her: it was carried to her by the in- 


ſtin®t, of humanity and of compaſfion. She 
anſwered my enquiries with a ſmile, but it 
was ſo faint, that the muſcles of her face were 


1 moved by it. I attached myſelf to 


the father and daughter, and ſhewed them 
every poſſible civility : but my aſſiduity could 


not remove, nor diminiſh, their melancholy ; 


and the chief object of my concern 8 
in leſs than an hour. 


Our veſſel went ables over the waves; 
id favoured us, and our pilot aſſured us 
. -that we ou have a din * 
e was I, aa 1 again ſaw the 8 
of England. I felt the influence of local 
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attachment, and was impatient to tread once 
more my dear native land. Friends, relations, 
well - remembered ſcenes, and paſt occurrences, 
crowded on my mind and elevated my ſpirits. 
My eyes dwelt on the margin of the ſea: I 
bleſſed the land-mark, and ſhook the hand of 
the pilot, while I drank proſperity to England 
and happineſs to her ſons. — Delightful are 

the ſenſations on returning to one's country! 


- - t F 
- | — 
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THE FRATERNAL EMBRACE. 


O anchoring at Yarmouth, I was the 
firſt perſon who ſtepped into the boat; and I 
was alſo the firſt perſon who ſtepped out of it. 
My warm imagination, which my good father 
never conquered, was again extremely buſy: 
a number of people was collected to ſee us 
diſembark ; but I did not ſuppoſe that their 
feelings were conſonant with mine; and I 
wiſhed not that they ſhould fee the effect of 
thoſe which I entertained, and which I could 
not ſuppreſs ; I therefore ran to a more retired 
; (OE unboſomed myſelf to myſelf. 
DS "OY Dear 


„ 1 
Dear, native land! I exclaimed, what 
rapture it is to view you again, and again to 
enter into the ſociety of your children; to 
claim the friendſhip of your brave and honeſt 
| hearted ſons, and the love and ſmiles. of your 
blooming daughters. After having witneſſed 
ſcenes of havoc, of blood, and of ſlaughter; 
and after being made almoſt deaf by the hor- 
rid din of war, how grateful it is to eaſt the 
eye over your peaceful and luxuriant proſpects, 
dear England! and to hear the waves beat 
gently againſt your cliffs. Who ſhall dare to 
fay that any man is an enemy to his country? 
It is falſe ! my heart aſſures me it is falſe. I 
am impatient to eonverſe with my country- 
men; and I long to greet my fair country- 
women with ſmiles and endearments.“ 


had ſpoken thus far, when J turned haſtily 
round, and perceived a fiſh-woman, with a 
baſket of flounders on her head, ſtanding at 
my elbow. I cannot account for the ſtimulus; 
but T found myſelf irreſiſtibly carried towards 
her: in a moment my arms were round her 
waiſt, and my lips on her lips; and I was 
calling her a thouſand ſweet names, though 


1 
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ſhe was both old and ugly. All this was. 
done in the warmth of imagination. —Unfor= 
tunately for me, the woman believed me a lu- 
| natic ; and having flapped one of her ſlimy. 
flounders againſt my face, ſhe ran away haſti- 
ly, and accuſed me, in the ſame manner, as 
the conſcientious quaker was ſuppoſed to ac- 
cuſe the dos that bit him. 


THE POWERS OF PERSUASION:. 


« Yrop, ſtop! J entreat-you to ſtop,” 
ſaid I, running after her; but ſhe ſqualled as 
loud as ever ſhe did when vending her fiſh. 
ce A madman !”” ſhe cried, ſtill flying; «a 
madman ! fave me from a madman !”—— 
« Dear woman,” ſaid I, “be pacified ;”” and 
I caught hold of her apron ; but the ſtring 
broke, and ſhe redoubled her ſcreams. We 
entered the town, and a mob ſoon afſembled 
around us; the terrified woman told her ſtory, 
and the gaping populace believed my wits 
were gone. Some hooted me; others com- 
1 8 com- 


and it was deemed proper that I ſhould- firſt 


te orarly.. called me a poor DOTY ; 


be ſecured in a ſtrait: waiſtcoat, and then be 
ſent to the ſolitary cells in the workhouſe. 
This being ſuggeſted, ſome of the ſpectators 
began to lay their hands on me; and my looks 
were ſaid to be truly expreſſive of diſtraction. 
« Was there ever any thing ſo whimſical, IM © 
ſaid I; Indeed, my good friends, I am not i 
mad.” And I laughed loudly while T made il t 
the aſſertion. © I remember,” ſaid one of ! 
the fellows, © a. poor young woman in the ill 
fame condition, who died in Bedlam, and 
who, for the laſt three days of her lite, never 
ceaſed laughing.“ Mercy on us '” aid: 
another fellow ; © laugh for three days ? 
what, and nights too ?'%—< Aye, and nights 
too: you might have heard her at the diſtance I 
of a full mile.” —< Well faid, my brave fel- 
low,” I cried; © you manage your ſtory with 
ſome dexterity, But, hark ye, if either of 
von offer to lay a hand upon me, or to detain 
me here another moment, by heaven, I will 
give you ſtrong proofs of my faculties being 
unimpaired, Away! away!” I drew my 


word, , brandiſhing it over my head, 
e | Jr ” ne 
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walked e 5 to an inn, to which place 
the greater part of the mob attended me, 
though they kept at ſome diſtance. 


I now. diſcovered the ill effects of the fra- 
ternal embrace, and thought it neceſſary to 
deviſe ſome means to convince my aſſailants, 
that I ſtill retained my reaſon. I ordered a 
ſew gallons. of ale to be diſtributed amongſt 
them, and was then ſuppoſed to be in full 
1 my faculties. But I thought the 
lady whom I had frightened was entitled to 
—— I therefore called her aſide, and 
aſked her whether I could give her any ſatis- 
rio. © A glaſs of gin, fig, will ſet all 
right.” —* A glaſs of gin, for this gentle wo- 
man,” ſaid I, to the pretty bar-maid, It was 
brought, and ſwallowed, *© Will you not 
take another glaſs ?'*—< T thank you, fir.” 
And ſhe drank another. « And now drink 
forgetfulneſs to all that's paſt.” “ Here is 
forgetfulneſs to all that's paſt; and ſhe emp- 
| tied the third glaſs. © One drop more, my 
dear. old lady,” faid I, „and then we will 
ſhake hands and part.. Not another drop, 
indeed, fir,” —& And why nat !''—< Becauſe 


- 
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8 hall be ene drunk.” —< Were you 
ever drunk? -t Humph' . Come, come, 
you will oblige me greatly.” —* Well, I do 
it merely to oblige you.” And ſhe moſt con- 
deſcendingly acquieſced to my requeſt, and 
went away with her reſpectable aſſociates. 


I never before knew that I poſſeſſed ſuch 
powers of perſuaſion ; yet, reflecting a mo- 
ment, I thought the influence of the liquor 
was ſtronger than that of my rhetoric, . It 
was very well, however, that I was again 
thought to be a reaſonable animal. Had my 
poor father witneſſed my diſgrace, he would, 
I fear, have l an 1 additional curſe on my 


| a 


rARENTAL FEELINGS. 

= T.orscovenro, I had fortunately directed 
my flight to the inn to which the paſſengers 
had been conducted. Day cloſed, and I be- 
San to think of the manner in which I ſhould 
— 7, - 
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ſpend the evening ; I found myſelf alone in a 
ſmall room, but by the noiſe and buſtle above, 
around, and below me, I knew that I might 
have ſociety if I would ſeek for it. But I was 
diſpoſed neither to communicate, nor to hear; 
to expoſtulate, or to be talked to; to laugh, 
or to be laughed at. I rang the bell; a waiter 
appeared, and I requeſted him to lend me 
ſome books. © Books, fir ??? — Aye, books, 
fir,” He went out, but ſoon. returned, and 
informed me that there were no books in'the 
houſe. © I ſuppoſe you have the Bible, my 
good friend?“ “ No, indeed, we have 
not, ſir ; a lawyer wanted one in the morn- 
ing, to ſwear an old lady to an affidavit, and 
I had to run all about the neighbourhood: to 
| borrow one. Do you ever pray? 
« We are always too buſy for that, fir,” —— 
ce That is the excuſe of many a profeſſed 
_ Chriſtian,” ſaid I ; © but I will thank you for 
writing materials.” | 


Pens, ink, and paper were ſoon brought to 
me; and to amuſe myſelf, and waſte time, I 
I fat down with the reſolution of being poeti- 
cal. I began an epic, and thought of com- 
"ip mW 1 pleat: ng 
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| "77" Pp a book, at leaſt, before twelve 


o'clock; but my muſe was fo very ill- humour- 


ed, that ſhe would not allow me to get 
through ſix lame lines of the invocation. I 
threw it aſide.— A fatire ;—it was totally deſ- 


titute of wit. An epiſtle there was neither 


ſenſe, nor ſpirit in it. I then entered into an 
ode on the rapidity of ideas; but I was twenty 
minutes in compoſing the firſt line, and 1 
could not recollect a word in the Engliſh lan- 
guage to rhyme. with the third. I found my- 
ſelf unpoetical, and threw my pen aſide vith 
_ Chagrin and vexation, 


How ſhall I ſpend the evening, faid J. 12 4 
myſelf? I now recolle&ted the emigrants, and 


was enraged with myſelf for having forgotten 


them fo long, It ſeemed to me a breach 


of humanity, a neglect of fellowſhip. Wil- 
ling to make 72 paration, I immediately ſought 
for the Frenchm 


taken ſome wine -whey to her, and had left 
ber more tranquil and compoſed than ſhe had 
been for many preceding days. I entreated: 
bun. to aur me with his company to 2 


an, and ſoon diſcovered him. 
His daughter had retired to bed; he had juſt 


W 
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per; but, ſhaking his head, and Gohing, he 
aſſured me that he had no appetite. I then 
requeſted his company for the evening, and 
was ſucceſsful in perſuading him to go with me 
to the room that I had engaged. He there 

lamented that I ſhould have ſo dull a compa- 
nion as himſelf, and conteſſed that misfortune 
had ues him almoſt unfit for ſociety. 


«© Not for the ſociety of thoſe,” 1 ſaid, n 
whoſe hearts God has planted compaſſion.” 


ce And you are one of thoſe,” ſaid Mon- 
fieur Maland. 


I have the frailty of human nature; I. 
however, know what is my duty, and the vo- 
luntary performance of it gives me pleaſure.” 


The emigrant told me ſome of his misfor- 
tunes; and had the king of Denmark's jeſter 


been living, he could not afterwards, with al! 


his gibes and gambols, ſongs, and flaſhes of fog 
merriment, have excited one ſmile, or tog. 
ed the chords of laughter. Monſieur Ma- 
land's LOO was brief: perſonal ſa 0 | 
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pelled him to quit France: his eldeſt ſon— 
| his blooming roſe—for ſo he. called him, was 


one of the victims of the execrable Maximilian, 
His wife died with orief ſoon after the execu- 
tion ; his other, and only ſon, was then fighting 
with Charette, in La Vendee; and his daughter 


was drooping under the preſſure of ſorrow and 


of affliction, Monſieur Maland retired as 
ſoon as he had given me theſe outlines of a 
fuller ſtory of horrors. He did not ſpeak; 
he probably could not ; but, ah ! what elo- 
quence beamed from the eye of the. wretched 


emigrant. : 


THE LANDLORD'S WISE. 


Wuuxx I firſt entered into the army war 
appeared to me in the moſt ſeductive colours; 


the deſcription of the poets fired me; I was 


Warm in the purſuit of fame; I thought of 


lathels, of trophies, and of triumphant arches ; 


Nied the greatneſs of Alexander, and panted 
to have aiportion of his glory attached ro my 
Og Sg | name. 
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name. The hiſtory of my own country alſo _ 
animated me. I read with avidity and delight 
the atchievements of Richard in Paleſtine ; and 


had Harry Percy been living I could "we 
ſtrained him to mw breads. 


I then looked on war with the eyes of an 
enthuſiaſt; I was now inclined-to view it as a 
philoſopher. Heaven and earth! I exclaimed, 
what horrors, national and individual, . ariſe 
from this dreadful evil; an evil which, to the 
eye of ambition, and to that of infatuated 
youth, as well as to that of obſtinate opinion, 
is totally diſregarded. Thoſe who endeavour 
to make a breach between two nations, and 
thoſe who draw the plan of war, and ſpeculate 
on its advantages, ought to be actively em 
ployed 1n it ; ought to be expoſed to its many 
intricate dangers, and to be practically as well 
a8 theoretically acquainted with it. 


My landlord interrupted me: he hoped that 
my ſupper had pleaſed me; that the wine was 
good; and that the noiſe of the company did 
not diſturb me. © Not at all,” I replied to 
his laſt queſtion ; © but your houſe ſeems very 
full.“ 


* 
- * 
A. 


| r AkERTORD. 


full. Yea, fir ; the war—the war brings me 
in a great deal of company.” —< And yet, I 
dare ſay, my good friend, you wiſh for peace.” 
* O, no, indeed!“ replied my hoſt; “ I 
| He been in this houſe only a few months, 
and I gave two hundred pounds for the good- 
will of it: I hope the war will continue at leaſt 
four years.” — © Seriouſly ?”— © Yes, ſeri- 
ouſly.” e 
« O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog! 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith, 
Too hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
hat ſouls of animals A themſelves 
Into Bs trunks of men. 


"= EMEA it was fortunate for me that my hoſt 
knew nothing of Shakſpeare, and that he could 
not underſtand blank verſe. 1 do not, how- 
ever, think that he looked ſo pleaſantly when 
he left the room as he did when he entered it. 
© Why ſhould I ſo greatly cenſure an illiterate 
fellow,“ faid I, „for regarding his intereſt, 
when I know that men, poſſeſſing what are 
called enlightened minds, are 1 in the 
ſame manner!“ 


_ 


A COACH 
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A COACH DISPENSED WITH. 


T zxevineD to my chamber. never 
ſaw a neater room, or a prettier chamber- 
maid. © You are very handſome, my dear,” 
ſaid I, to her You are very civil to ſay 
fo,” ſhe replied. « Why do you not marry, 
my pretty -girl ?”—< Becauſe the times are 
not adapted to matrimony; men are thought- 
leſs; proviſions dear; and children burthen- 
ſome. When there is an alteration. in all 
. theſe things I intend to alter my condition.“ 
—<< hope, in the mean time, my dear girl, 
you will not die an cd maid.” | 


When I roſe in the morning I found Mon- 
ſieur Maland preparing for his journey to 
London. He was going by the ſtage- coach, 
and his lovely, but afflicted daughter, was 
equipped for travelling. I was greatly tempt- 
ed to go to town with them; but having pre- 
viouſly formed a different plan, I ſtill adhered 
to my original intention. Wiſhing Monſieur 
Maland * and proſperity, and his 

0 daughter 
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8 daughter a re-eſtabliſhment of health, I put 


the latter into the ſtage, (which immediately 
drove away) and ſent a figh of compaſſion 


after them. 


- Tv Arotled, I knew not whither, and ſoon 
found myſelf on the beach. After amuſing 
myſelf ſome conſiderable time by obſerving 
the ſingularities of the bathers, and taking a 
dip in the ſea, I returned to the inn, and called 
for my bill. The landlord brought it, and J 


6, paid him the amount. The chamber-maid, 


the waiter, and, laſtly, Mr. Boots, came for- 
ward to pay their reſpects. . © John, ” cried 
"he landlord, loudly, get a chaiſe-and-four 
eady for this gentleman.” —<© Indeed, my 

| good friend,” I ſaid, J do not mean to travel 
in that manner.” —< John, place only a pair 
of horſes in the chaiſe.” —< Sir, I do not 
want a Chaiſe,” —© Not want a chaiſe 1 Why, 
Sir, you do not intend to ride on horſeback 
now the weather is ſo hot, and the roads are 
ſo duſty? Beſides, you will not be able to 
_ a ſaddle horſe in the town, I aſſure you.” 
A] aſſure you,” I replied, © I care nothing 
about it; 1 want neither chaiſe, nor horſes; I 
PE. intend 
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d to walk to London. Walk !” ex- 
claimed my hoſt.— Walk !”—< To Lon- 


don!“ Even ſo; to walk to London.“ 


The landlord, the waiter, and the chamber- 
maid, went laughing out of the room ; and a 
ſplenetic man would have deemed me three 


very en e. 


Man, * his 3 aye, and 
amongſt his ſiſters too, is generally eſtecmed, 
more or leſs, according to the ſtrength. or 
weakneſs of his purſe; and as it was evident 
that my hoſt, and his menials, concluded that 
| ceconomucal motives induced me to under- 
take this pedeſtrian } journey, it is not ſurpriſ- 
ing that they ſhould thereafter regard me as a 


poor needy devil, who, to keep up an half 


hour's appearance, had flaſhed away all his 
lightning. As I walked out of the door, my 


little dainty - chamber-maid made me a low 
courtſey ; ; the waiter bowed with affected 


gravity ; and the landlord ironically wiſhed 


me a very pleaſant walk, I was in too good 


a humour to be offended by theſe piſmires. 
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The e to London was, I knew, con- 
ſiderable; but I was in excellent health and 
ſpirits; and not having to attend to any 
avocations time was no conſideration to me. 
& I will make a journal,” ſaid I, © and pen 
down a few obſervations on men and manners; 
Nothing will I extenuate, nor ſet down 
aught in malice.” I ſhall not be very careful 
in my deſcriptions; yet if I On myſelf wy 
PORE. will be anſwered. py 5 


. | 
Ye, who hag e the wilds of Arabia, 
penetrated the foreſts of America, and feaſted 
with Cherokees in wigwams; ye, who. have 
climbed the ſteeps of the Pyrennes ; aſcended 
the ſummit of Veſuvius, and peeped into its 
crater ; trotted on a mule to the top of Mount 
Blanc, and wandered through the eſſenced valley 
of Chamouny, look not with contempt on a 
ſolitary foot-paſſenger, treading a level county 
in his own kingdom, and occaſionally ſtopping 
to regard trifles. It would be cruel if a lord, 
mounted on his blood horſe, were to ride over 
the beggar and his aſs. 


LY THE 
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THE PRETTY SHILLING. 


I rouxw that the landlord had told me 
an untruth.— The weather was not hot; it 
was temperate. The roads were not duſty; I 
never ſaw them in a more agreeable ſtate. 
The month was June, and the aſpect of nature 
faſcinating. The meadows were covered: 
with kingcups; the hedges were thickly en- 
twined with wild ſuckles; and the high corn 
waved to he ſummer gale, and, catching the 
beams. of the ſun, ſnewed many diverſified 
and beautiful” ſhades. It is true I faw no 
mountains, no lakes; heard no torrents roar; 
nor did JI tread the ridges of any precipices, 
nor view the fathomleſs ſea, fatboms beneath 
my feet; yet the ſimplicity of the ſcene 
pleaſed me, and I ſtood ſome time contem- 
plating it. | 


I walked nearly four miles without meeting 
fo many people: at length my eye was ar- 
reſted by a very pretty cottage g girl, who was 
© 3 n 
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talking with an old woman. They ſmiled ; 
they laughed aloud ; and the younger ſhewed 
a large ſhare of joy. My impertinent curio- 
fity induced me to ſtop and liſten. © And 
_ fo, you have had a letter from Thomas,” ſaid 
the old woman; © well, and how does he do?“ 
* O, brave and pure!” - replied Sally; 
10 en never heard ſuch a ſweet letter in all 
your life: it coſt me nine-pence, and I was 
forced to change the pretty ſhilling, which my 
grandmother gave me for a keep-ſake : but 
what is a ſhilling, or half-a-crown, or even-a 
guinea, to ſuch a ſweet letter as this?” 
% Read it; read it;“ ſaid the old woman, 
Sally the letter from her boſom, unfolded 
it carefully, and began to read. My diſtance 


 from-them was not more than a dozen yards, 


and a thick hawthorn ſcreened me. Sally 
food with her back towards me, and the old 
dame peeped over her ſhoulder. I had a 
mall teleſcope in my pocket: I was again 
prompted to be impertinent; and I not only 
heard, but ſaw Fwy word in the following 


letter. als ® 2 
, * ; 1+ % 
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« My HEVENLY FARE, 4 

« There is no pleſſure ekel to that of writen 
to my ſweet Sally, of who. I frekently think 
ven I might be enjoyin all the jois and diſpu- 
_ tations of this gai motropelus. My dear cre- 
tur, you wil ever find your Thomas your moſt 
dewoted and effecſhnate lover, thow you be 
plaſed in a lawly ſpear. I often think, Sally, 
what a quis I was in the country, and of my 
wateren the hoſſes and feeden the pigs. Iam 
reddy to hexpire with farfter. Wy, if you 
was to fee me now you woud not naw. me; 
and 1 have larnt to talk like the Lunnuners, in 
fich a manner that I am ſure you woud not 
recole&t my vice. We live at the weſt ind of 
the towne, and I have not bin abel to carl on 
John Sturgeon yet: John is in the ſitty, and 
peeple in our part do not like to go to 
the ſitty, it is fo very vulgar. Wen I fuſt 
came the ſarvants larft at me till J was quite 
aſhamed : one aſkt me wether I coud eat bakin 
and beens; another wat the names of my 
hoſſes were; and my ladys maid henquired 
wether we had any pritty female rusſticks in 
the countery. But they were all kind enuf to 
make a moddun of me; ſo I now wear frilled 
"c 4 ſhucts 
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hurts and ſilk ſtockins, and my lady pais a 
ginny a yere to the king for lettin me have a 
wite hed. I viſit the play, and go and ſe 
traggedy and commody : dere Sally, if you 


coud but ſe the lades darnce; they darnce 


- almoſt naked, and throw their legs about in 
ſich a manner that I was quite aſheamed the 
fluſt time, and turned my hed away: but now 
I clap, and cry brawvo and hencore, which is 


7 Lattin, and means, do it agin; do it agin. 


My lord and lady lives in grate ſtile, and viſſit 
all the grand peeple : they go to bed at three 
in the mornin, and riſe at two in the arternoon. 
My lady have a conſort every Sundy, apd 
arter that a ſnug card partty ; and my lord will 
looſe an hunded ginnys a nite, without looſe- 
ing his temper, althow he nows that he ſhall 
have harf a hunded trubbleſum tradeſmin in 
| the mornin dunnin him for munny, wich he 
can't pay. I wiſh, my dere Sally, we had you 
amongſt us; we woud ſhaw you wat life is. 
I know not wen I ſhall ſe your ſweet eyes agin; 
but, parhaps, I may make a tower at Criſmas - 
to ſe you and the old ones. Dear Sally, your 
moſt lovin adorer, EE, | 
| „ THOMAS RuBRuSPE.” 

| Sally 


8 
Sally and the old woman went laughing 
into the cottage, and I ſtole from my hiding- 
place and walked forward. © Ah, Thomas!” 
J exclaimed, © thou art an incorrigible fel- 
low. It is greatly to be lamented that you 
ever left your native village : by living three 
months in London you have loft all your 
purity, and your honeſt ſimplicity has been 
converted into cunning. The diffolute ſer- 

vants of your ſtill more diſſolute maſter have 
fooled you to the top of your bent, and ſtrip- 
ped you of all your good qualities. But it is 
not to be wondered at that an illiterate ſervant 
ſnould fall into vulgar errors, when his lord 
comes home every morning drunk and penny- 
leſs, and his lady amuſes herſelf with cards and 
muſic on the day which God ſet apart for 


holineſs.” 25 
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IEE LAME BOY AND ASS. 


Mos on the vices of the great, and on 
the influence of their actions, I ſcarcely raiſed 
my eyes from the ground for full half an hour, 

When I lifted up my head, and ſaw a poor 
little deformed object, riding on a very ſtub- 
born aſs. The boy's cheeks were fallow, and 
his eyes were deeply funk in his head, which 
ſeemed to grow beneath his ſhoulders. Com- 
paſſion creeped into my heart immediately on 
beholding the miſerable little fellow; and I 


ſecretly praiſed nature for beſtowing on me 


the proper human form and faculties. 


The 8 creature ſeemed as if he 
had been lately frightened; and he attempted 
to look back on the road he had paſſed. 
Soon after I heard a whooping and halloing, 
and at a little diſtance ſaw a number of ſturdy 
boys COW approaching. 


The FIT ſeemed more and more 
alarmed, and fruitleſsly ende avoured 0 


the 
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the Rukborn beaſt, on which he was mounted, 
go a quicker pace. A tear roſe within his 
eye, and he looked on me as if to ſupplicate 
protection. Fear nothing, my lad,” I ſaid, 
e will guard you from injury.” —< 1 wiſh I 
was dead!” ſaid the boy, dejetedly.—< Why, 
my poor fellow? If I were fo che boys in 
the village could not ill-treat me.“ “ And 
why do they treat you ill?“ “! Becauſe I am 
lame. They never ſee me out but they be- 
have moſt cruelly to me.. I was going to the 
mill yeſterday, with the gleaning corn of my 
poor mother, who is ſadly ill, and they made 
the aſs throw me into a deep ditch, which hurt 
me greatly.“ — «© Inhuman!” I exclaimed; 
« I would I had been near to you. at the 
time.“ . | 


I had ſcarcely ſpoken theſe words when the 
purſuers came up to us: ſome of then 
threw pieces of clay at the object of their 
ſport; and others attempted to prick the aſs 
with pins, in order to make it throw its rider. 
I laid my cane pretty ſmartly on the backs of 

ſome of the boys, and prevented them after- 
- wards from running away, © Inhuman young 
T 6 ſcoun- 


- 


Aimee 

ſcoundrels,” ſaid I, with auſterity, © can you 
find amuſement in taunting and injuring a _ 
fellow- creature? His diſtreſſes and misfor- 
tunes ought to excite your pity, and not your 
derifion. You ſhould protect, aſſiſt, and 
ſupport him, and not cruelly add to his pains 
and afflictions. I am convinced that he is a 
better boy, and Poſſeſſes 2 better heart than 
any of his enemies. Henceforth do not 
dare to inſult or follow him: I ſhall be often | 
through the village; and be aſſured, that my 
cane ſhall be applied to your backs, if you are 
raſh and cruel enough again to moleſt this 


pPäoor little fellow. Remember, I ſhall be 


_ @formed thank me for 


« through the village almoſt every day.” 
- The boys were penitent they promiſed to 
. behave better for the future, and went quietly 
away. O, how eloquently did the eyes of the 
* lupport IJ ac- 
companied him to his mother's cottage, and 
took him off the aſs. The poor woman was 
extremely ill; I adviſed her to ſend her ſon 
out as little as. poſſible; and, making her a 
ſmall preſent, I wiſhed her a 94 3 3 
again went forward, _ 7. 


8 
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I felt myſelf intereſted for the poor little 
deformed ; I was ſorry to ſee the vice of ridi- 
cule ſo prevalent amongſt youth, and when 1 
came to a reſting place, I wrote ſomething 
on the ſubje&, which is more applicable to 
the propenſities of children of a larger growth. 


w 


7 BSSAY ON DEFORMITY.. 


Is ſociety it is painful to obſerve, with: 
what levity one perſon often treats another: 
man was not made to be the jeſt of man; and 
he who accuſtoms himſelf to this indulgence, 
is more likely to hetray his own depravity and 
want of ſenſe, than to ſtigmatize, or expoſe? 


{e3. 
the perſon againſt whom his malignant wit is 
directed. A man whoſe diſpoſition is of this 
nature ſhould be ſtudiouſly avoided ; for it is 
probable that while. he endeavours to amuſe 
us by his general farcaſms, he is forming the 
- "uy of 5 us - the next objects of his 
* 22 rancorous % 
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rancorous arrows. In this claſs of beings, we 
generally find many idlers, who having no 
employment to claim a portion of their time, 
make it their conſtant buſineſs to pry into the 
concerns of their neighbours, and to com- 
ment upon thoſe actions which cannot, in any 
manner, relate to them. It is truly a matter 
of ſurpriſe to reflect on this indolence and 
malignity of character, and alſo on the trifles 
which bring to them ſo much gratification, 
and which, by men, in general, would paſs 
without attracting the moſt inconſiderable no- 
tice. They are well content to lounge away 
ten or twelve hours, in a ſtate of inactivity, 
made more deſpicable by illiberal ſatire; 
feaſting with avidity, on ſenſeleſs and inſipid. 
anecdote, and frequently deriding ſuch ob- 
jects, as, in the ſenſible and humane mind, 
would awaken pity and concern. 
* | * 
be laſt allegation is more intimately con- 
nected with the preſent ſubject. The beauty 
of the human form ſhews the excellence of 
our great Maker : deſigned by him to be ſu- 
perior to the animal world, he gave us 
aer facultics of mind and body; and or . | 
moſt | 
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moſt judicious and noble bard, after enume- 
rating the various perfections of the ſpecies, 
juſtly terms man the paragon of animals. Of 
the beauty before alluded to we are oft-times 
too conſcious : there is a certain attention to 
perſon which is commendable ; bur I ſhould: 
be better _— with 


— ve men n wk heads- 
Do grow Wenn their ſhoulders “, ” 


* 


than with the civilized Chriſtian who * 
his merit on ſuperiority of perſon, or endea- 
vours to enhance it by ſpeaking compara- 
tively of thoſe who have ſuffered under af- 
fliction, and are unfortunate in coming de- 
fective from the mould of nature. Our fel- 
low-men, under either of thoſe circum- 
ſtances, are entitled to our love, to our no- 
tice, and to our protection, more than thoſe 
who labour under no infirmities, and bear all 
the enviable and diſtinct properties of their 
ſpecies. Every man has a portion of ſenſibi- 
lity; and to wanton with the feelings of the 
moſt lowly individual, ſhews the corruption 
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of the heart, and the frivolity and baſeneſs of 
the mind. Sporting with the unfortunate 
has ever been too general; humanity has ſuf- 
fered much by it; and the gain of the idler 
only proves a temporary ſource of unnatural 
amuſement, which entails the anger of Hea- 
ven on him, for ſtooping to ſuch capricious, 
inhuman, and nefarious actions. 


The pureſt © moſt noble ſoul may 
exiſt in the body of deformity ; there are no 
men who will not admit the independence-of 
the former; how is it, then, that they dare 
to ſport with the latter? It is a queſtion 
that I have oft- times put to myſelf, and I 
can only conjecture that it ariſes from depra- 
vaty contracted in early. life, and which, 
through cuſtom, roots itſelf fo firmly in the 
mind, that it grows too obſtinate for ex- 
Pulſion. But there is, in this reſpect, much 
cenſure to be laid on parents, as well as on 
ethers who have the guardianſhip and tuition 
of children. It is obvious that many of our 
antipathies are formed in our early days, 
when the mind is more ecaſily impreſſed, and 


when Fawn 1 18 inſufficient to lead us to diſcri- 
minate 
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41 
minate perfect good from inactive ue for 
ſo thoſe faults and errors in children may 
be termed, which are but partially ſhewn. 
Parents, in order to render their children in 
a great degree amiable, ſhould be ſtudious in 
correcting theſe propenſities ; and they ought 
to uſe every endeavour to conquer the 
childiſh prejudices that may ariſe in regard 
to thoſe unfortunate beings of whom I have 
before ſpoken. : 


; Even in the maturer ſtate of life, how 


often do we hear expreſſions of ridicule and 


contempt beſtowed upon a perſon whoſe 


limbs may be fomewhat diſproportioned, 


and whoſe body happens to be marked with 
deformity ? Can the riſibility of any rational 
being be excited by ſeeing a man of decrepid 
form or disfigured ſtatue ? If a corrupt emo 
tion riſes within the breaſt on the appearance 
of ſuch an object, it may ſurely be effec- 

tually ſuppreſſed by the ſelf-enquiry of, who 
was his maker? The anſwer is explicit 


God. If God then be his maker, who ſhal} 
dare to ridicule the form in which he ap- 
pears ? In our own perſons we have no ſe- 
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curity; affliction may ſallow our counte- 


nances, and deſtroy all the ſap of youth; 

pain may diſtort our features, and make our 
vigorous and erect bodies weak and decrepid. 
Theſe are ſome of the many ſituations of 
which we cannot form ſo juſt an idea as by 


ſuppoſing ourſelves actually attached to them. 


It is a diſgraceful thing, that an unfortunate 
man muſt be the ſubject of ridicule, and that 
an obſerver can ſtand calmly by, and ſuffer the 
wanton to exerciſe their incongruous wit with 


impunity. And yet, in the public ſtreets, it [ 


may be daily obſerved, that a deformed man 
meets not only deriſion from the thoughtleſs 
ſchool-· boy, but is alſo ſubject to the unnatu- 
ral taunts, groſs epithets, and unremitting in- 
folence of thoſe of an advanced age. Your 


lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark,” 185 


faid a fenſeleſs young fellow, one evening, in 

a large company, to a gentleman who enter- 
ed the room, and whoſe misfortune it was to 
have a protuberant form. The company 
preferred Nit to merit, and laughed voci- 


emed: « « Doſt kia this water Ay: * 
he cried, addreſſing a perſon who ſtood hear 
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to him; calling, at the ſame time, a moſt 
expreſſive look of contempt upon a truly 
handſome face. The company liked the 
quickneſs of this connected quotation, and 
now reverſed their ridicule ; which gave 
great diſpleaſure to the man of wit, whoſe 


heart was callous enough to rejoice on occa- 
ſioning pain to others, yet unable to bear 


the _ raillery or inſinuation. 


The foul of a man 1s not to be judged Fn 
the formation of his body; for the one may 
be truly noble, though the other bear the 
ſtamp of deformity. Many authors, in this 
refpe&, have not drawn their characters from 
nature. It is a pretty general rule among the 


literati, when they characterize a bad man, to 
make him diſguſtful in countenance, and de- 


fective in body; and in productions of amuſe- 
ment, this mode of delineation has been car- 
tied ſo far, that an indiſcriminate reader may 
probably be induced to turn phyſiognomiſt, 
and take a pique againſt every man whoſe 
face does not happen to pleaſe him. Had 
Shakſpeare drawn Richard the Third as a 


man of perſonal beauty, and not reverſed the 
3 
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ſanguinary diſpoſition of the monſter, he; Ju- 


dicious would have held it in equal abhor- 


rence, though it might not ſo well have ac- 
corded with the vulgar opinion. But Shak- 


ſpeare, in this character, wrought from hiſ- 


tory ; had the drama been the ſtructure of 


his imagination, he would not ſo far have for- 


gotten nature as to join the properties of the 
foul with thoſe of the body. In this play 
there certainly is too great a repetition of 
groſs epithets, which coming generally from 
the lips of royalty, give us no very favourable 


opinion of princely declamation. and court 


philippics. The language is not always that 
of noble reſentment, well- directed contempt, 
and natural rage; it is ſometimes petulant, 


_. abuſive, and ſcolding. But, in the delinea- 


tion of the guilty monarch, Shakſpeare might 
have perſonal motives for exaggeration ; for 
there is reaſon, even in theſe days, to believe 
that Richard was not of ſuch an unnatural 
form as he has been drawn by many hiftori- 


ans: be that as it may; it is the ſoul of 


Richard that creates horror, not the body; 
the mind is palled by the cruelties which are 


recited of him; but it is not particularly af- 
. fected 
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ſected by the want of grace, or ſymmetry, in 
his perſon. A glaring impropriety of this 
nature is to be obſerved in Dr. Smollet's 
novel of Peregrine Pickle; this author has 
alſo connected baſeneſs and deformity, in de- 
lineating the young ſquire; and the buf- 
ſoonery of making the perſonage ſo wretch- 
edly ſhaped, as to bear the likeneſs of the 
baboon, is not only ſhamefully unnatural, but 
very unworthy of the genius of Smollet. 1 


hereafter write books - of entertainment, to 
avoid this impropriety, and likewiſe to be 
moderate whenever they attempt to portray 
by the rules of phyſiognomy, which ought 
not to influence them too powertully. 


The paſſion of ridicule, I think I may 


venture to ſay, is nearly equal in the breaſt of 
man and of woman; and obſervation will 
ſhew, very evidently, that it actuates thoſe . 


Who have received the benefits of educa- 
tion, as much as it does the uninformed and 
illiterate. Shall I be pardoned if I go a 


ſtep further ? The former, I do believe, are 


more culpable than the latter: in genteel life 


the 
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would humbly adviſe all authors, who may 
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the hint, " ſarcaſm, and the infinitiation art 
continually brought forward; and it is merely 
owing to polite Free and judicious manage. 
ment, that they eſcape the cenſure which the 

' aninitiated cannot award. Foibles of the like 
nature no woman of ſenſe, or education, ſhould 
yield to; they certainly do not ariſe from re. 
finement; they are the offspring of vulgarity, 
and ought to be only in the poſſeſſion of the 
truly vulgar. I would have ridicule entirely 
driven from the female breaſt ; to point the 
ſhaft of it is vicious, unfeminine, and indeli 
cate; and however faſhion may have allowed 
it, yet modeſty and humanity would gain 
more in the breach than the obſervance” of 
At. 8 . 


But to come more intimately to the general 
> fubjeR, I will only aſk in what light that wo- 
man muſt appear, in the eyes of the diſcern- 
ing, who ſmiles at the formation of a perſon 
of her own ſex? That there are many in- 
dined to this idle propenſity, I will venture 
to aſſert. Does the malignant inſinuatſon 
place her mental abilities in a more favourable 
view? Surely not. The perſon whom ſhe 
nn 9 . addreſſes 


. 
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addreſſes muſt be depraved indeed to deem it 
the ebullition of wit. Does the pointed ſneer, 
or the ſignificant glance, add to her beauty ? 


Certainly not. The human countenance is 


never fo lovely as when it is irradiated by 


truth and candour. Taken in any point 


whatever it will appear defective, and only 
tend to lefſen the value of the woman who 


wantonly indulges herſelf with ſuch unamiable 
practices, which modern cuſtom has made ſo 


prevalent. Many amiable and exemplary 


_ women, under the circumſtances before alluded 


to, have ſecluded themſelves from the world, 
merely becauſe they were conſcious of the 


depravity of it. Vet they have entertained 


the ſentiments of Chriſtianity ; they have 
poſſeſſed all the virtues which ennoble their 


ſpecies; they have regarded every fellow- 
creature with general love; and many have. 


participated the ſweets of their charities, and 
derived the comforts and enjoyments of life 
from their beneficence. Bluſh ye who are 


-- unconſcious of theſe virtues, even though 
_ God ſhall have faſhioned you to a ſimilitude 
ol his ere | 
. | | | 1 SIMPLE | 
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| $5 3 1 muſt be the owner AE that 
| little cottage,” faid I, directing my eyes to- 
wards it with an almoſt envious pleaſure. It 
| ſtogd i in a paddock ſome diſtance from the 
road; there was no path leading to it, and 
thoſe who approached the door had to trample 
on many a flower. The garden was back- 
ward; the land in front was unbroken; a 
vine ſpread its arms over the wall, and a jaſ- 
mine crept among its tendrils. A large irre- 
gular oak” reared its head over a part of the 
Cott ge; an opening, towards the caſt, diſ- 
Covered ſome beautiful hills, light, green, 
and of ge ntle declivity; a brook gadded 
through the verdant meadows, and the 


5 flowers which grew on its banks were ſhaded 


by willows. The ſlanting beams of the ſun, 
- which was now travelling far to the weſt, fell 
on the lattice; attracted the yellow head of 
the, proud flower that ce points it's enamour'd 

boſom | 


ABERFORD, _— 


to the ray,” and ſpread a brighter bloom on 
the cluſtering damaſk-roſe, and ſcarlet poppy. 
1 thought I had never ſeen ſo beautiful a 
place; it ſeemed to be the haunt of ſimpli- 
city. A neat old woman was ſpinning under 
the ſhade of the oak; on the countenance of 
the dame fat peace and ſerenity, but a broad 
ſmile frequently ſpread upon her face when 
ſhe turned her eyes upon two girls, who, 
placed on low ſtools, were reeling the yarn 
from the well-laden ſpindles, and ſinging the 

tragical ballad * Lord Thomas. 


* 


While T was gazing on this happy party 
the village clock ſtruck ſeven; the wheel was 


put aſide; the ſtools and reels were carried 


into the cottage; and while the old woman 
retired to her domeſtic duties, the girls were 
ſkipping, leaping, and dancing on the turf. 
Their eyes ſparkled with vivacity ; their un- 
affected gaiety, raiſing their upper-lips, diſ- 
played teeth which were beautiful, and their 
ſhort jetty locks curled round their ruddy 
cheeks. © Children of mirth,” ſaid I, * may 
every after hour be happy as the preſent. 
What a ſcene of domeſtic happineſs is here 

D exhi- 
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' Exhibited ! Can the circles of faſhion pro- 
duce ſuch an one? No; faſhion and folly 
ſubvert every good ſentiment ; make the 
heart frivolous and vain, and callous to the 
tender affections. It is the cuſtom of the 
times to ridicule ſimplicity ; J would it were 
alſo the- cuſtom to a 11 8890 and 

en. | 


The girls went into a covert, and I could 
no longer hear their ballad; the evening 
breeze was fraught with the blackbird's notes, 
and with the ſilver muſic of the village bells. 
The fun ſunk in the weft, tinting the clouds 
with crimſon, and the pale creſcent ſeemed 

ſtationed on the tops of the oppoſite hills. I 
looked once more at the cottage, 


40 And faid i was a bleſſed little place.” 


. SZ If 


8 then withdrew my eyes, and muſing 2, per- 
haps t too A walked wan. 
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THE WARRIOR'S RETURN. 


Tas ſhades of night afterwards fell thick 
around me, but they were ſomewhat ſoftened 
by the faint beams of the moon. Crofling 
the road I ſtruck my foot againſt ſomething, | 
which I ſtooped to examine. I diſcovered 
that it was a book, in which there was a great 
deal of writing ; I put it into my pocket, and 
after walking ſome little way further, I arrived 
at a public-houſe, in which I meant to ſecure 
a lodging for the night. A ſmall and ſimple 
ſupper was brought to me by my landlady ; 
my appetite was pretty ſtrong, and the old 
lady's ale was excellent. And now for an- N 
examination of my prize, ſaid I, as my  Mf 
hoſteſs cloſed the door. I took the book 
from my pocket, and found that it contained 
as much poetry as would fill a modern folio. 
It appeared to me to be original ; the book 
began with a tale, of which the following! is a 


copy. It was entitled 
D 2 "THE 


ABITRTORD. 


THE WARRIOR'S RETURN, 


« 


Ol. leave me not, my dear baron, 
Oh, leave me not, I pray! 
For I muſt ever weep and wail, 

If thou wilt go away. 


«© Bethink thee, what a little time 


| Has paſs'd ſince we were wed — 
Since I receiv'd the bridal kiſs 
Six months have ſcarcely fled, 


4. And yet the bliſsful joys of love 


Thou would'ſt fo ſoon forego z 


And leave thy tender wife to pine 


| a Haſt thou not + ofa ſaid, thou ne'er 


oe 


In ſad diſtreſs and woe, 


Would'ſt from me ſtray or fly; 
Baſt thou not often vow'd with me 
"OP 8 with me to die? 


It. 
40 In health have 1 not ſtrove 40 pleaſe, 


And mirthful make the hour ; 


In ſickneſs have I ever fail'd 


To ſhew the ſoothing power 5 


* 's 
3 


ery” 


3 
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« F. or thin I made my jvinge arms 
A pillow for thine head ; 

Nor would I let my boſom heave, 
Until thy ſlumbers fled. 


a Ott, with my lips, thy lids I've en, 
And lull'd thee to repoſe; © 


And made my plaints like ſummer's vind, 


That o'er the blue lake blowss” 


* 


20 N thou in the night would'ſt wake, 


And mark my fad employ ; 
Then rapturous kiſſes on me preſs, 
And. ſpeak an alda s joy. 
te Reiber this, ſweet lord! and ne'er 
Thy faithful wife forfake; 
Thy ſmile is life —and wert thou gone, 
My heart would ſurely break. 


And ſcarcely ſhould I wiſh to live, 
When I no more. could ſhare 

Thy lovely ſmile, or hear thy tongue 

| Affection s force declare. 


« The lark no more would charm mine ear, 
Or wake me in the morn; 
The death-owl, on the ivy'd tower, 
£ Would ſhriek amidſt the ſtorm. 


© 


5 


1 . = - 5 I oy Fg 45, 
A IE Cotes = er ans = ere, | 
Erb! I IN IF 0G Re Bt» 
A 2 *, 1 > 7 > if i * 
4 Nr — 


n F EETTEY Co. 
— 22 = 7 * 
. T 


— 
1 


*. % 


54 WW. ABERFORD. 


« And fears woind creep within my breaſt, 
And chill the crimfon ſtream ; 

From my rude couch I ſhould be rous'd, 

By. ny a horrid dream. 


4 


+ 6 7 
5 3 2 — : . 
er N could I gain craig ſleep, 


a While thou in danger wert; 
How could I warp the active ſenſe, 
When bleeding at the heart ? 


% Ah, no! beneath the ſtorm of grief 
My feeble head would bend; 
And church-yard reptiles on me feed, 

And maidens mourn my end. 


« And canſt thou, after this, deny 
The fond requeſt I've made ; 
And think'ſt thou peace will be thy boon, 
When I in earth am laid? 


«© Come, come, ſweet lord! and, from thy head 
_ Let me the helm remove ; 

And on thy brows a garland place, 

Twin'd by the hands of love. ih 


60 Come, come, dear Euſtace! look not like 
The friend of bloody war; . 5 
Call ſweetneſs on thy cheek, and caſt 

The murdcrous ſword afar. 
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« O! let my hands this ſhield diſplace, 
Its ſteel will chill my breaſt; _. 


TH crown thee with freſh blooming flowers, 
1 f thou remove thy creſt.— 


e 


So ſpake lord Euſtace' beauteous wife, EF: 
While round his neck ſhe threw -. She, x 
Her lily arms, and ſhed her tears, 4 4 Was 

As roſes ſhed the dew. 


, 
TY 


And oft her ruby lips ſhe preſt 
Upon the warrior's cheek, 
And oft ſhe rais'd to heaven her eyes, 

W hich eloquence could ſpeak. 


And many a little art ſhe us'd, 
The hero to detain; 


She ſmil'd, and wept, and cloſer-clung, 
And ſhew'd both joy and pain. 


cc O'erwhelm me not with this exceſs 


Of fondneſs, Euſtace cried ; 
I'Il love thee till the hour of death, 
Let good, or ill, betide. 


88 May "RO upon thy head, ſweet Maud! 
An hourly bleſling fend ; 


May pleaſure ſtrew thy ouch with ao 
And peace on thee attend. 


45 5 D 4 | 66 Yet 
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« Yet I muſt to the wars, my love! 
For all that thou canſt ſay ; 

And join my brave, awaiting clan, 
Ere paſs this hour away. 


1 40 I truſt, ere long, I ſhall return 
7 9 Victorious to thine arms; 
And place my trophies at thy feet, 
Leſs valu'd than thy charms. 


"= 
4 
1 


V hy then, ſweet Maud! ſhould'ſt thou be ſad, 

Or wear the garb of woe? 

There is no cauſe that theſe bright eyes * 
Should, with grief's tide, o erflow. 


« When in the camp, at night, I'm laid, 
And damps on me deſcend, 

My thoughts ſhall turn from war to thee, 
My life, my. love, my friend! 


1 Ere cloſe my eyes I'll ſend to Heaven 

Thy name, with fervent prayer; 

And beg the ſpirits that ſail above, 
To guard thee with their care. 


« When I am gone, and moments few. 
I muſt with thee remain,— 

To timid. fear a ſtranger be, 
Unknown to grief or pain. 

« Follow 


3 
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Follow the deer o'er hill and plain, 
And hear the ſweet-ton'd horn ; 

And take my hawks and ſilver bells, 
And ſport at eve and morn. 


« My minſtrels many a tune can play, 
And ſweep th' harmonious ſtring 5 
And many a ſtoried ditty old 
Moſt pleafingly can ſing. 


« And ſometimes at the altar kneel, * 
And bend before the Lord; | 

Angels, who watch our deeds on earth, 
Will thy pure words record. 


Nov, my ſweet Maud! a farewell kiſs 
With tenderneſs I take ; — 

Thy tears reſtrain, thy ſobs ſuppreſs, 
Or thy dear heart will break,” 


« And let it break,” fair Maud replied, 
« Then I no more ſhall feel 

Thoſe agoniſing pangs, which wound 
More than the ſharp-edg'd ſteel. 


« Talk not to me of joy and peace, 
For when thou hence doſt fly, 
May I the damp earth inſtant preſs, 
.. My ſpirit yield,— and die. 
D 5 «© What 
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ce What are the deer and horn to me, 
And hawks, and ſilver bells ?— 

They will not pleaſe mine ear ſo much 
As wolves loud midnight yells. 


<c The minſtrels ne'er ſhall ſtrive to charm, 
Their harps ſhall be unſtrung, 

Nor ballad ſweet, nor ditty old, 
Be in the caſtle ſung. 


6c And, in the chapel's gloom, I'll wafte 
Night s laſt and ſolemn hour; 


And lay my cheek on ſome cold tomb, 
Though kindred ſpectres lour. 


« Oh! leave me not to all theſe griefs,— 
Canſt thou my boon deny ? 

And canſt thou ſpurn me from thy neck, 
And leave me,— here to die ? 


Let me thy ſword with roſes twine, 
And hang it in the hall; 

And let me now my ſinging maids. 
And merry minſtrels call. 


« Come, kiſs me, Euſtace!—are my lips 
No longer moiſt and red? _ | 

Or is the hue that grac'd my check, 
From thence a!zeady fled ? 


r. 
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& Feel how my troubled boſom beats, 
With anxious love's alarms; 

I've heard thee ſay, twas paſſing white, 
While reſting in thine arms. 


« T know thou wilt not leave me now, 
I know thy heart is mild; 

Then hence, vain fears, diſtracting doubts, 
And hence forebodings wild. 


« Let me thy ſword with roſes twine,, 
And hang it in the hall; 

And let me now my ſinging maids 
And merry minſtrels call.” 


&« It cannot be, (lord Euſtace ſaid,) 

To honor I am bound ; . 
And he who breaks its ſacred laws, 
Shall ever baſe be found. 


8 The ſtore of j joys which thou haſt nam' d, 


Shall happy Euſtace ſhare, 
When, from the wars, with fame he comes 


To bleſs his lovely fair. 


« Adieu l my trampling ſteed I hear, , 
Loud neighing at the gate ; 

/Cherith me in thy mind—but ne'er 
* what may be my fate.“ 


D 6 Then 
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Then out the hall lord Euſtace flew, 

But, as he onward went, 

He heard the wildeſt ſhrieks that-e'er- 
Buy mortal breath were ſent. 


Up the high battlements, with ſpeed 
And eagerneſs, Maud ran; 

Nor from the mountains turn'd her eye, 
Till vaniſh'd all the clan. 5 

4 Tuo ſhe appear'd as mild as ſaints, 

Which art allow'd to dwell 


In heaven—a blacker flend ne'er breath'd | 


"The noxious air of hell! 


She was a devil of beauteous face, 
Corrupt and rail in mind; 


Deception on her accents hung, 4 


While ruin lurk'd behind. 


« Go, go! ſhe cried—and on thy head 
May ſwift deſtruction come; 

May the fleet arrow pierce thy heart, 

| Ere fade, at eve, the ſun. 


% May wily death his arm extend, 
And take thee by ſurprize ; - 

May he ſurround thee with his ſhades, 
And ſeal, ere long, thine eyes. 


4 
— 
« 
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And didit thou think—fond, witleſs fool! 


; That I thy loſs ſhould mourn ?-— 
And didſt thou think my briny tears 
Would flow *till thy return? 


« O, had my arm, which round thy neck 


I threw, an adder been, 
It ſhould have made a cureleſs wound, 
Too cunning to be ſeen. 


« No,. Baron !—[T'll not pace the aifle, 
When haunting phantoms lour ; 

Nor waſte the night upon the tomb, 
Shedding pale Sorrow's ſhower, 


« Come, Pleaſure, come! for thou ſhalt rule 


The day, as well as night; 
Rouſe each fine ſenſe by mortal felt, 
And ſport with young delight. 


« o, thou light- footed page,—and bid 
The warden me attend ;— 

Away, thou ſmilmg imp . ſwift ! 
And I will prove thy friend.“ 


Then, on a velvet couch, ſhe threw «© 


Her beauteous—helliſh form? 
And lovelier ſmiles were never ſeen 
In one of woman born. 
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Her amorous. breaſts ſhe laid to view, 
And caſt her robe away.— 

Daughter of vice!—and didſt thou thus 
Thy heroe's love repay ? 


The warden came, full bent on deeds 
Of vile, unholy luſt; 

And ſin laſcivious ſmil'd, and ſpoke 
Each darkſome action juſt. i 


% ©, Maud! didſt thou not in the clouds, 
| A ſpeck of vengeance ſee ? 

And could'ſt thou, from that hour, expect 
To taſte but miſery ? 


« ©, Maud! and didſt thou not behold 
Hell's blue, ſulphureous flame? 

Didſt thou not hear the prying fiend 
Thy horrid fate proclaim?“ 


Loud mirth and revelry were heard 
Within the caſtle walls; 

And laughter, muſic, ſport, and ſong, 
Re ſounded in the halls. 


The goblet, fill'd with roſy wine, 
Was ever om the round; 

And flowers, entwin'd by wanton hands, 
The fair adult'reſs crown'd, 


9 , 


And, every night, the warden lay 
In Euſtace' wedding bed; 
And, every night, on Maud's white breaſt, 
Reclin'd his guilty head. 


Thus, heedleſs of the path ſhe went, 
She trod Perdition's way; 

And ſtoop'd ſo low to act her deeds 
Of darkneſs—in the day. 


The ſummer months had worn away, = 
Yet Euſtace came not home ; 2 
In ſearch of fame, it was his pride 
Bright glory's fields to roam. 


Yet oft his thoughts with rapture dwelt 
Upon the bliſs that he 
Should ſhare, when war her dagger hid, 
And he return'd with glee. 
But ne'er a ſigh of pining love 
From Maud's white breaſt was ſent; 
But ne'er a tear of ſoft regret 
Was, for his abſence, ſpent. 
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Laſcivious mirth and wanton wiles 
Her ev'ry hour employ'd; 

— * lawleſs kiſſes ſhe receiv'd, 
Delighted, never cloy'd. 
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Soft breath'd the lute; the dulcet harp 
The minſtrels touch'd with {kill ; 
And every vaſlal lowly bow'd 
To Maud's imperious will, 


One night, when, at the hour of twelve, 
The full orb'd moon rofe red, 
Wak d by a well-known voice, the lely 
Her vile, polluted bed. 


And, from a window, faw her lord, 
Upon a coal. black ſteed; 
© Come down, ſweet Maud! (the warrior cried) 
And greet me here with ſpeed. 


„Wake none that ſleep the maſſy gate 
I can, with eaſe, uncloſe; 

Come down, ſweet Maud! this inſtant come, 
And I'll remove thy woes.” 


She went—the portal open'd wide, 
The warrior left his horſe; 

Whichpaw'dthe ground, neigh'd loud, and ſeem'd 
To take in air its courſe. 


% Well, Maud! once more I am return'd, 
Return'd to thee, my wife ! 
And never will I leave thee more, 
. Whilſt thou and I have life. 


76 Haſt- 
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« Haſt thou been well, ſince from thy arms 
War urg'd me to depart ? 

I fear the pangs of rude ſuſpenſe 
Have wounded thy true heart. 


% To thee, dear Maud! I've been moſt juſt, 
No cheek my lips have preſt ; 

And, fince I left thee, woman ne'er 
Have taken to my breaſt. 


4 But, ere thy kiſſes I receive, 
Or ere thy hand is laid 
Upon my frame, I'll ratify 
The vows which I have made. 


« Come, we will to the chapel, love 
Nay, nay,—it ſhall be ſo; 

If thou this poor requeſt refuſe, 
From thee again I'll go.“ 


«© But it is horrid dark, my lord! 
And dangerous is the way; 
Let the torch-bearers light.us on, 
Or let us wait 'till day.” 
« If any vaſſal ſhew his face 
I'II hurl him into hell ;— 
Come, come—ere fly the hour away, 
EFirud all will be well.” 
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Thro' many a winding Euſtace led 
His once all lovely wife, 

Within whoſe breaſt cold fears aroſe, 
While terror urg'd its ſtrife. 


A glimmering light before them went 
"Twas by no mortal borne — | 
And, thro' the paſſages, the wind 
Was ſad'y heard to mourn. 


« O, Maud! and didſt thou not behold 

_ Hell's blue ſulphureous flame; 

Didſt thou not hear the prying fiend 
Thy horrid fate proclaim?“ 
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At length they reach'd the facred ſpot; 
Lord Euſtace' knee was bent; 
And thrice he ſolemn bow'd his head, 


And prayers to heaven he ſent. 


« Here, by.the Lord, who reigns above, 
I ſwear to thee I've prov'd 

Both true and juſt, in act and thought, 
And conſtant where I lov'd. 


| 
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« O, my ſweet wife! I ne'er forgot 
The fervent vows I made 

When at the altar you appear'd, | - 
A bride, with ſmiles array'd. 5 
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« know thou art, as angels pure 
Vet bend before the ſhrine; 

And, in the holy name of God, 
Repeat an oath like mine.“ 


She ſunk, o erpomnee's with weighty ſhame; 
Cold ran the crimſon ſtream ; 

The impious vow ſhe faltering made, 
Her dreadful guilt to ſcreen. 


6 Here, by the Lord who reigns above, 
I ſwear to thee I've prov'd 

Both true and juſt, in act and thought, 
And conſtant where I lov'd.” 


«© Now let's to bed! the warrior cried, 
The hour of morn is near; 

To bed !—to bed!—and taſte of joy, 
And baniſh every fear. 


* 


« But ſtay dear Maud! upon me look; 
Inſpect thy huſband's face ; 

See if the ſmiles of love are fled, 

Or health's freſh blooming grace.“ 
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The light encreas'd ; but whence it came 
Was ſtill to Maud unknown; 

Juſt then the bat purſu'd the way 

The death-owl late had flown, 


* She 
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She look'd—no lovely lord ſhe faw ; 
A griſly ſkull appear'd ; 

No eyes within the ſockets ſhone ; 
Its clattering hand was rear'd! 


Maud ſhrieking fled!—with unheard ſteps 
The phantom pac'd the aiſle, 

And threw its arms around her waiſt, 
And bade her on him ſmile. 


«© What! doſt thou not my vifage like 
My countenance approve ? 

Oh! oh! my lady, thou art grown 
Full fickle in thy love. 


Compound of vice and perjury! hear, 
From me, thy final doom;— * 
E Thou wilt in death's abyſs be plung d, 

| Ere di ſſipates the gloom! 


% Ere the harſh-noted raven flies, 
Scar'd by the chapel's bell, 

Thou wilt, I ſay—heaven knows with grief— 
Fathom the depth of hell! * 


FE In battle I my breath reſign'd, 
Then rotted on the plain; 

And from my body birds of prey 
Were wont their food to gain. 
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4 When the ſharp pangs of death affail'd 
I thought thy boſom pure; 

Fiercer my tortures grew, to think 
On what thou would'ſt endure. 


Rut, after I had paſs'd thro! life, 
Thy guilt was all reveal'd ; 

Know, wretch! that God our actions ſcans, 
From whom there's nought conceal'd, 


«« Many a night around the bed, 
By thee defil'd, I walk'd ; 

And many a murky deed beheld, 
Ere to my home I ſtalk'd. 


„O, wily Maud!—unfeeling wife! 

The guilt and ſhame be thine; 

It was my hope that thou would'ſt once 
A faint, with glory, ſhine, 


« 'That hope is paſt; for thou art doom'd 
To feel eternal pain ; 

Lament not—ſorrow comes too late, 

And thy contrition's vain.” 


The phantom rear'd his bony arm, 
; (The light before him flew) . * 
Nor turn'd his griſly head aſide „ 
*T ill near the door he drew. — 
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The earth gap'd wide, and Maud, with ſhrieks, 


Fell many a fathom down; 
While roaring imps, with horrid din, 
Her wailings ſtrove to drown. 


The wild inhabitants receiv'd 
TH adulterous wretch with ſcreams; 
And, thro' the ſuffocating ſmoke, 
Were feen hell's fiery gleams. 


Each ſight that croſs'd her blaſted eyes 
Rais'd horror, dread, and fear; 

Fierce pangs aſſail'd, and dark fiends _ d 
Damnation in her ear! 


THE 


THE DIVINE. 


« AND hope you reſted well; and 1 
hope the bed proved to your liking,” ſaid my 
landlady, when ſhe firſt ſaw me in the morn- 
ing. © It is my wiſh, Sir, to accommodate 
and pleaſe every perſon as far as I can: it 1s 
true my place is but ſmall, ſtill it is large 
enough for almoſt all my cuſtomers.” —< And 
yet, by the number I ſaw laſt night, I ſhould 
ſuppoſe that your cuſtomers are pretty nume- 
rous. “ Aye, but they are all goers and 
comers; and though ſome of them frequently 
ſleep here, they ſeldom think of a bed. A 
chair, and a great coat for a pillow, ſerve 
them as well. Lord bleſs you! our parſon 
often ſpends his night in this manner; he is 
the merrieſt man you ever ſaw; I dare ſay 
there never was a more funny parſon.” — 
A funny parſon ! Quite a wag; always 
the beſt man -of the company ; he pays well, 
drinks a great deal, tells the moſt oddeſt 


ſtories, and ſings the moſt drolleſt ſongs that 
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you ever heard.” — «© Harkye, landlady 
does he ever talk of heaven?” —* O, yes; 
once a week, in the pulpit: you know it 
would be profanation here. Of hell?“ — 
« Why, he ſays, at church, that we ſhall all 
go there, if we do not live like, and perform 
the offices of, good chriſtians.” —© Humph ! 
and you believe him?” — © We muſt not 
doubt, Sir, what ſo learned a man ſays. 
© True; in the eyes of a perſon of ordinary 
intellects, the learning of a prieſt ſhall be a 
cloak for a thouſand vices.” The landlady 
did not take the meaning of this ; ſhe, how- 
ever, nodded her head fignificantly. © Your 
parſon often prays?” — ©« Very often.” — 
© Never © ſwears ?” — © Very ſeldom.” — 
c You never heard him do ſo?” — © Sir, I 
have known him ten years, at leaſt, and never 
in all that time heard him ſwear an hundred 
oaths.” Indeed l no more?“ - Not more 
than two hundred, I ſolemnly declare, Laſt 
night he did fend forth a bouncer. A poor 
woman, who is ſince dead, ſent for him to 
pray with her: the diſtance to her cottage 
was full a mile, and a large bowl of hot punch 
was then placed en the table. He was loth 
_—- to 


* 
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to leave * and he called the ſexton a 
— What?” —“ A damned perten fel- 
low; not that he meant any harm; no, not 
he; God bleſs you, it is his way. He went 
to the cottage in about twenty minutes; but 
before he reached it the poor woman was dead, 
and could not, therefore, hear his good diſ- 
courſe; ſo he came here again, drank another 
| bowl of punch, ate three Welſh- rabbits, and 
played whiſt till three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. But, dear me, how I talk. I ſuppoſe, 
Sir, you will have ſome breakfaſt.”—* No, I 
will firſt walk a few miles. —< I hen, Sir, 
will you drink a glaſs of ſhrub? 1 No.“ — 
« Or peppermint, to keep the wind from your | 
ſtomach „ No.” —< Or a drop of ani- 
ſeed? No, no.” —< ] do not like to ſee 
travellers go away without a little of ſomething 
that is. thee. EI agreed to take ſome break 
faſt with her, and ſoon after placed myſelf be, 
fore a table, which was plentifully covered. 
My hoſteſs, diverted me with a great many 
anecdotes of the parſon, of the lawygr, and of 
the neighbouring gentry. Her outlines and 
colouring, however, were ſufficiently ſtrong : 
the caſt a ſhade over ſome of her portraits, 
88005 2 | | which 
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which made them diſeuſting; and ſome: des 
ſhe touched ſo ſlightly and humourouſly, that 
8 could not . them. | 


Indeed, the miſtreſs. of the red how» was. a 
woman of ſome ability. I paid her bill, and, 
after breakfaſt, bade her adieu, having previ- 
dully aſſured her of calling at her houſe, if 
I _— ever travel the road again. | 


- . 


„„ 
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© YLL NEVER DO SO AGAIN. 


5 


% FY LOVELIER morning neyer broke upon 
the world: creation was ſmiling; flowers, 
fruits, meadows, and luxuriant corn-fields were 
ſeen around; the ground had been moiſtened 
by a copious ſhower, and the ſummer-heat 
was allayed by a charming weſt wind. I 
walked along, joyous and happy. After my 
abſence from England the ſcenes appeared 


new to me; every face that I beheld was 
ci 
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duke either with gaiety or indifference ; the 
taſk of labour was performed even with ſmiles, - 
and a rich reward ſeemed to attend the huſ- 
bandman's toil, While I was moralizing on 
the apparent proſperity. and happineſs of 
things and perſons, my notice was attracted 
by the plaints of a girl, who was walking witk 
an old woman in a ſmall orchard. Her diſ- 
treſs was viſihle; her ſobs were violent; and 
the luſtre of her large black eyes was dim- 
med with tears. Oh, hear me! hear me, 
my dear mother, ſhe! cried; © I want to: 
unburthen my heart, but I fear to do it. Tou 
will never forgive me, I am ſure you will not; 
Jour. will hate, and my father will curſe; 
me.“ —*< Why, what have you done? Come, 
come, it cannot be much. I hope you have 
not broke the tea- pot. Oh, no! 4 * 
perhaps, it is the great chriſtening bowl? 
« Would to heaven it were no greater crime! 
Oh, if ever you pitied a wretch, for God's 
lake, pity me! Mother, mother, I am with 
child! Good God!” exclaimed the old 
woman ; '*© mercy on me! O dear! O dear! 
with child? with child, huſſy? — “ Ah! I ſee 
vou n me, and I hate myſelf. What mi- 
6 E 2 ſery 


AEBERFORD, 


ſery have I ſuffered in concealing this! Here 


cames my father! I dare not ſtay to ſee him, 
for] am ſure he will kill me.” 


The father approached.— 4 Come „Fanny,“ 
he ſaid, put on your beſt clothes, and your 
Sunday finery ; my lord came down to the hall 


laſt night, and there are to be rare doings to- 


day on the green, on account of his lordſhip's 
Ton being of age. There is to be a dance, at 
* my lady will be preſent and diſtribute 


nibbons. Ods, heart! what makes the girl! 


ſo gium and melancholy? Come, be briſk; 


put on your green gown, and haſten to the | 


hall with the other laſſes of the village. 


Let her put on a white ſheet, and do penance 


in the church. Oh, huſband! huſband! you 
| know not what a viper ſhe is.” Fanny groaned 
and wept.— Aye, aye, that will not do now, 
continued the mother; * that will not prevent 
the diſgrace which will attend you when you 
bring your ſpuracious offspring, as our 
parſon calls it, into the world. Huſband, 


the girl is ruined.” “ T 2*— “ She is 


with child. c It is a lie. — © It is not a 


hep the goſpel is not more true,” indeed, 5 
| | Ky, * 
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indeed, it is true,” faid Fanny, „ am with 
child: Thomas, who left his maſter this 
morning, is the father of the child; and I—” 
« Wife, do not ſtand between us; let me come 
near to __ I will beat her to death. 4 


T 155 woman ſoftened, while the man raed 
ſhe held him by the coat; Fanny ſhrieked; 
and, I, like a knight errant, fearleſs of conſe- 
quences, and too chiyalric for ſober reflection, 
leaped over the hedge, and caught the poor 
girl in my arms. This action was viewed in 
a fayourable light by two of the three parties; 
but the ſturdy cottager was not pleaſed with 
my treſpaſs, and enquired ee me to 
break through his fence.— Humanity,” 1 
replied—< humanity urges me to protect the 
defenceleſs, and to make myſelf an impedi- 
ment to the fury of an inconſiderate man. 

Do not regard me as an enemy: I am a friend 
to all of you; and, for heavens' ſake, put aſide 
your bad intents, and take your child to your 
boſom, rather than ſpurn her from you.” — 

« I ſuppoſe you have heard her confeſſion ! pe? 

— I have, and believe her to be more un- 
bana than criminal ; though ſhe has been 

bg 2 3 led 


led i into error, her countenance convinces me 
that ſhe is not habituated to vice. The frail- 
ties of our nature will not be leſſened by taunts 
and reproaches: tenderneſs may reclaim, and 
make her a good and worthy woman ; but 
ſeverity might have a different effect, and urge 
her on to glaring improprieties. Her caſe is 
more pitiable than ſingular. How old is your 
daughter, my good ' woman ?”—< She was 
eighteen on the fourth of laſt month.” — 
* Poor thing! ſhe is but young. n how. 
lang have you been married?“ — “ Why, 
when next Tueſday comes I ſhall have been 
married exactly eighteen years,” replied the 
woman, unthinkingly. The cottager bluſhed 
for his wife. Humph Y?:I cried, —© as J 
was ſaying, the poor girl's caſe is more pitiable 
than ſingular j receive her therefore again to 
your arms, and under her affliction treat her 
with tenderneſs. The goodneſs of her after- 
days "will be your reward, and the Prayers 
which ſhe will put up for you i in the 3 
an heaven, * 
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girl ruſhed into his arms. Forgive me, 
5 oY | _»- . father?” 
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father 1c. I do forgive thee, my child.” — 
ce Forgive me, mother; forgive me!” — 
« God bleſs you, my dear daughter.” —« O, 
my heart is ſo full !” cried F anny; © I know I 
am a bad girl, and I'know I have done that 
which ſhould not have been done : but indeed, 
and indeed, I will never do ſo again.” 


I was invited to walk into the cottage: this 
I did not decline; and out of the brown jug of 
the ruſtic I drank. to the health and returhing 
happineſs -of himſelf and his family. - Fanny 
having wiſhed me a good day, went weeping - 
to her chamber: I loved the girl for her 
penitence, and was weak enough to wiſh that 
her ſenſe of ſhame had been leſs acute. While 
L was diſcourſing with her father the door was 
ſuddenly opened, and a young man ruſhed 1 into 
the room; it was the ſeducer of F anny: but he 
did not come to triumph, or inſult; he came 
to demand in marriage the woman whom he 
had injured, and whoſe perſon was ſtill dear to 
him. The father reproved him, but yielded 
to his requeſt: the old woman ſmiled happi- 
neſs, and Fanny was ſoon in the arms of her 
5 The following morning was fixed for 
| K 4 the 


* 


; the wedding: 1 1 a piece of money into 
Thomas's hand; and, kiſſing F: ones 1 bade 
them * | 


SCRAPS OF A POET. 

« 2 SHALL e Jo an hundred 54 
things before my journey ends, ſaid I; © 1 
am fearful, that in the fullneſs of my gratifica- 
tion, I ſhall turn egot, and preach my own 
virtues.” I looked for no more adventures 
on that day: I walked about fifteen miles fur- 
ther; and, in the evening, turned out of the 
road, in order to reſt myſelf in an adjoining 
meadow. I ſaw a ſmall town about half a 
mile diſtant: There J will repoſe for the 
evening,” faid 1; © but firſt let me ſee whe- 
ther 1 Lan find any thing in my manuſcript.” 

I opened the book and roll ſome ſmall pieces, 
ol which the following are copies. 


SONNET. | 


SONNET. 


| I's KNOW not why, and yet I love to dwell 
Upon thoſe ſcenes which are for ever fled ; 

To turn my fad thoughts to the honoured dead, 
Who, ſtricken by the fatal arrow, fell : 
Under mine eye, and in my arms expir'd. 
I love to call each rapture to my mind, 


Fac 


1 * 5 


Tho' faded long "till memory is tir'd, | 
And not. a ray of peace remains behind — 
strange, ſtran ge enjoyment from the ; ſource of w woe 
Man has the power to draw a ſoothing charm; | 
And, een while ſorrow's tears impetuous flow, 8 5 
He finds for many a wound a precious balm; Se 
And feels acutely miſery and pain, | a : 
Then meets a calm that ſoothes his breaſt We. | 


2s -  COMNET- 


82 AERTORD. 


— . 5 SONNET. 


I was by all the villagers belov d; | 
My little acts of kindneſs they did call 
A good man's deeds: when paſt their cots 1 roy . 
The agcient matron 5 and the herd- boy ſmall, 
Look'd in my face, expectant of a ſmile :— 

The ſmile I ever gave them—and at nicht, 

Ere reaſon took its temporary flight, . 
They nam d me in their n N From n me all guile | 
They pray'd the bleſſed Lord of Heaven tg keep; ; 
To let the number of my days be great 5 = 
They alſo pray'd; and that I ne'er might weep | 
For my own woes, or murmur at my ſtate.— | 

I thank'd the innocents with tearful eye, Fn 
And plac d them kindly 1 in my memory. 
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ApversITY's rude winds bow'd down my head, 
When I approach d the ripening age of man: 

Shock d with the blaſt, affrighted pleaſure ran 

From my chang d manſion; with her wildly fled 
Contentment, who had cheer'd the hours of life, 5 | 
And diſſipated, every little ſtrife.— | 
E'en ſage philoſophy departed 8 


And the gay n muſe no longer ſung of j joy: _ 
She chang' d her ſhell, and, roufing n 8 
Strove every lingering comfort to deſtroy. 

Sad, from that hour, h er r trains were heard to flow; 3 
Morning aud eve the rais d a doleful found, 
Which flew moſt ſad and melancholy round 
My habitation—reſidence of woe. 
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A FLED the haunts of man :—perchance, I cried, 
Grief will not follow to the rural ſhade ;— 
Soon in the bowing wood, in mead and glade, 
Where ſummer flowers, which nature views with 
Pride, 8 88 
No foot had rudely preſt—T wandered wide, 
Weaving thoſe ſweets I mourn d mult early fade; 
And ſometimes near the riv'let's margin ſtray'd, | 
Or ſought the hut where peace would oft reſide. 
Still grief was there; nor wood, nor glade was free; 
Her death-cald hand ſhe plac'd upon my heart, 
Friezing life's channel :—'twas a curſe to be, | 
And my foul groan'd with the inflicted ſmart, 
If ; impious, {till I taxed Heaven's decree, 
And bared my breaſt to the unfailing dart. 


% Peace 
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— Peace to thee, gentle poet!” I let; 


« whoe'er thou art, peace unto thee, If the lines 


which Ihave read be deſcriptive of thy own ſitu- 
ation, from my ſoul I pity thee. If thy fortune 
be mean, I fear the trade of verſe will not raiſe 
it. I would I could return thee thy property: 

if I thought my enquiries would prove ſuc- 
ceſsful, I 80 ſearch all the attics in London 


for thee; and though I might probably find 


thee in a garret in Grub-ſtreer, or in the pur- 


lieus of St. Giles's, where board and lodging 


are to be obtained on reaſonable terms, I would 


not inſult thy e or e thy 


talents.” | 


Il ſoon after arrived at the town which I had 
deſcried, and ſpent the night at an inn; but I 
neither ſaw nor heard any thing worth relat- 
ing. The landlord and landlady were too 
proud to pay a foot-traveller their reſpects; the 


waiter was not very courteous; and the 


chamber - maid was old, ugly, and ill- humour- 
ed. As I could make nothing of them, I 
went to hed early, roſe early in the n 


5 lf them all many me, 
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ARRIVAL AT IPSWICH, 


OY I intended 1 to walk SEE twelve miles 
on that day, I began my journey very delibe- 
rately, and frequently loitered, with my book, 
under the ſhade of the trees. About two 
0 clock 1 reached Ipſwich; I enquired for an 


inn, an and was directed to an hotel. Landlords, 


1 Know, are not in general very complaiſant to 
foot paſſengers; ; but here I met witli civility 
and attention. The dinner was excellent, and 


the wine well-flavoured. As I had never be- 
fore been in the. town, I made ſeveral enquiries 


5: concerning, it of- the, waiter, who, was, willing. 


to give me all the information that he could. 
But 1 could only learn from him that there 
were twelve pariſhes, twelve. churches, two 


| bailiffs, | tyenty- four common council- men, 


more parſons than were n _ more law- 
yers chan were Varel Bon 4 


xd * 
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ce And ſo there are in other places, my 


who they were, not what they were. This 
freedom of ſpeech may be deemed criminal : 
who knows, but that, at this moment, ſome 
perſon may be talking of your villainy, and of 


to forget thoſe which are attached to our- 


ſelves; and though we fully with the breath of 
flander the objects of our ſatire, yet we turn 


with indignation even from the whiſper” of 


envy, or the ſlighteſt inſinuation of male vo- 


lence.” —< Very true, Sir,” Wy Ge — 
with ſome delten. 0 | 


2 
7 


* CARDINAL 


friend,“ faid I, © but you and I muſt be cau- 
tious in talking of thoſe things. I aſked you 


my want of virtue? In ſcanning the vices of 
other men we are all inclined to be ſevere, and 
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Taenr are few towns which do not 
hm the birth of ſome men of genius; but 
Ipſwich—I c do not remember, in the annals of 
biography, that that place ever gave birth to 
any diſtinguiſhed character; to no eminent 
ſtateſman z co no hiſtorian; to no poet, or 
painter. This certainly is not the ſoil for 
genius, faid I, © or, ſurely, ſince the revival 


of letters, it would have produced a few men 


worthy of admiration.” But as I could not 
make any local diſcovery of greatneſs, genius, 
or exemplary virtue, I was happy that I could 


not recollect any perſon of notorious character, 


tainted reputation, or conſummate VICE, ever 
having lived on that ſpar. 


1 ordered a fowl for ſupper, and it was ban 
placed on the table, 


ABERFORD. a 


«© It is true that genius may have here 
bloomed without, notice, and ſent forth its in- 
ſpirations without meeting the ſmile of pa- 
tronage. Some minſtrel, gifted by the mule, 
may have poured his notes and ſtrains aver 
the waves of the Orwell, yet gained ny cold 
. and 4 . E is 

1 was not til this moment I recollected that 
the crafty, the audacious, the aſpiring ah: . 
firſt drew the breath of life in this place. 1 
was ſurpriſed that I had forgotten this circum- 
ſtance, when my memory was on the hunt for 
eminent men. © And yet, is it any honour 
to the place, ſaid I, © that this man was born 
in it? As a churchman, was he not diſgrace- 
ful? As a ſtateſman, was he not oppreſſive ? 
And, as a courtier, was he not the ready jack- 
all of a beaſtly king, whom he pampered in 
appetites the moſt ſenſual, and countenanced 
in voluptuouſneſs the moſt groſs? He had a 
brain of projects; a heart of avarice; and a 
ſoul of ambition. He was feared and exe-: 
cerated]; flattered and abhorred: the veil f 

piety, with which he and his maſter endea- 
voured to hide their ſins, was too thin to 

| conceal 
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conceal the deformity ; and the traits af the 
devil were diſcoverable in the ſaints: And 
yet Wolſey was the friend of learning, the 
encourager of literature, and the patron of 
arts. That reflection alone cauſes - me to 
_ reſtrain my execrations, and inc lines me to 
regard him as a man, rather than a8 a monſter. 
I am pleaſed with the diſgrace of ſuch a per- 
ſon, and I can feel but little for the compunc- 
tion and penitence that preceded his death. 
Are we to behold with compaſſion a man who 
has committed a thouſand atrocities, and deeds | 
which ought not to be named, becauſe, on a 
ſick bed, and ſome few hours before his final 
departure from life, he taxes himſelf with his 
crimes, and implores the forgiveneſs of heaven? 
This is the contrition of fear, ariſing from the 
apprehenſion of purgatory. Shall the peni- 
tence of a month rer "mY the crimes dev * a 
The waiter came into t niet room, trio: 
me ſome fooliſh queſtion, he drove the cardi- 
nal out of my head. I was piqued at firſt; 
but I afterwards diſmiſſed the chancellor of 
our cighth Harry without much regret. 
Before 


” E. 
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Before I retired to my chamber I compoſed 

the following little poem, which may be con- 

ſidered as a continuation of thoſe ſentiments 

which I harboured ere Wolſey was remem- 
bered. | 
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1 weary W che wild acl give 0! m 
Thy feet are bliſter d by thy grievous toil; 
Thine eye ſpeaks much of woe; eee alas! 
Which, by this bad world's little underſtood, — | 
And from thy languid heart the ſighs of grief 
Flaw mournfully. Ah, pale wanderer! turn; 
Stretch thy pain'd limbs upon yon bank, o'er which 
The tall pines caſt their ſhadows and repel © | 
The fervid ſun-beams :- reſt there, thou alien} © 95 
Till nature ſhall thy form invigorate, 5 
Light up again the fires of thy dim eyes, 
And caſt the hue of redneſs on thy cheek, 
Now ſorrowfully wan. The ſoft weſt wing 
Shall to thee bring refreſhment, while it wafts 
Thy ſunny locks, and thy hot forehead cool, 
Drying the dews of toil: the lark that mounts 
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In the high heavens, and pours its minſtrelſy, 
Inviſible, ſhall ſing its blithſome ſong, | 

To pleaſure thee ; and the ſmall murm'ring brook 
Shall ſatisfy the fierce demands of thirſt, 

And knit the ſine ws of thy painful feet. 


With the gay ſun thou didſt at morn ariſe, —- 
Yea, earlier than the ſun, for its quick beams 
Had not reach'd earth when Miſery rais'd thee from 
Thy moſt unquiet couch, and bade thee leave 
The haunts of pitileſs man; where thy falſe friends, 
Notipg thy aſpect cunningly, turn'd their heads, 

And wilfully neglected thee, tho' once | 
They ſwore to love thee ever. Proud Proſperity! 
Dreſt in thy gaudy robes, thou lov'ſt to pals 

Ill-clad Adverſity, and look the ſcorn 
Of thy contaminated heart; thou loy'ſt 

Jo bring the eye of virtue to the ground, 

And build the hopes of merit, but to view 
And view unmov'd—the diſappointment of them. 
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Thou, melancholy wight! by thy pale cheek, 
And all th' expreſſive ſorzow of thy face, 
I judge, haſt hardly met this bad world's ſcorn, 
And felt its ſearching malice... To mine eye 
Thou ſeem'ſt to be the child of Grief ; begot 
In ſome dull hour, which love could not mo” 
By ſallow Poverty. Thou wert not taught 
To gambol lightly in thy childiſh days, | 
| Or catch the ſmile of joy, for thy Young front 
: Was 
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Was furrowed early; never in thy face 

Thy mother ſmil'd; and all that ſhe could ſhew 
Of her maternal feelings, was expreſs'd 
By looks of penſiveneſs, by ſtarts and tears, 
And languid preſſures of her cold thin lips 
And almoſt ſuccourleſs breafts. By her fide 
Thy ſire ſtood, frowning; burying his eyes 
Beneath his brows; in ſentiment divided; 
Murm'ring for thee a ſad and hollow prayer; 
Yet, oft, upon that hour in which thou left'ſt 
Thy mother's womb, heaping a dreadful curſe— - 


.* 


Blaſphemy cltos'&by. penitence. Not fo, perchance, 


Began thy ſcenes of life : nurs d in wealth, 
By affluence foſter'd, and in kindneſs rear'd ; 
Joy of thy mother, and thy father's pride, 
Thy early days might open ; while for thee 
Accumulated gold and jewels rare ; 
Might ſeem too pw a treaſure, —— A 


Unlikely not but that dependant s eyes 
Might fix on thee, as on their lawful lord ; 
Or that the feſtive hall was made to ſound - 


Thy greatneſs and their hopes. The reign of power, 


To innovation ſubje&, ſoon may ceaſe; 

And that which ſeems ſubſtantial good, at once 

Turn to a permanent miſery ; airy joys 

Grow heavy woes; the high mind be debas'd; 

The heart of manhood ſhrivell'd; and the eye, 
No longer influenc'd by the tranquil brain, 

Reyel the rays of hope, yea, e en of heaven, 
Ad 
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And ſhew a fred grief. And yet, between 

The different ſtates of poverty and rank, 

Let fancy place thee. Happy was thy life 

If thy forefathers till'd their fruitful land; 

Their orchards cultur d; their luxuriant vines 
Prun'd, to admit the ſun- beams; and their flocks 
Led to the mountains, where the high graſs grew, 
Foſter'd by heavenly moiſture. Blooming boy! 
How oft, at morn, haſt thou the uplands trac'd, 
Thine eye all rapture ;'bounding like the fawn; 
Thy dark locks waving o'er thy beauteous face, 
Which health had'finely tinted; and thy breaſt. 
Open for. the wind's kiſſes. It was joy 

To ſee the. lovely aſpect of the eaſt, 

The flow'rets of the foreſt, and to hear 

The murmur of the: ſea- waves, and the ſong 

Of the heaven-loving lark: and it was joy 
To rove, at eve, upon the lofty heads 

Of thy green native hills, and look around 

The proſpect; when the waving woods, the vales, 
The little hut of labour, and the ſea, 

The diſtant ſhip of war, and the ſmall boat 

Of the poor fiſher, ſailing toward the ſtrand,. 
Were by the moon- beams ſilver d. At ſome hour 
Some later hour of life - perchance the muſe, 
Who dwells not always with the learn'd and ſage, 
Might bleſs thee with her friendſhip ;placehercharms 
Before thy, young enraptured eye; and _ _ 
In ner n and icents er 
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To thee the art of poeſy. . Briſtol's ſon , 
Whom ſuicide's red hand hurl'd in the den 
Of greedy death,—ſweet early blaſted roſe ! 
Her humble daughter, whoſe bright genius ſhone 
Thro' poverty's miſt, tranſparent ; and the ſwain 
Of Scotia's hills, who ſigh d when his rude ſhare 
Rooted the mountain daiſy, all have felt, 
Tho' partial ſcience ſhut them from her dome, 
The inſpirations of the ſacred hour 
When the muſe hover'd near. Ah! youth of ariefl 
What pleaſures, have been thine when thou went'ſt 

AS: ot ir tie * 
With meditation; when the thought · ſtor d mind 
Took a bold flight to things which darkneſs hid. 
Thy fires encreas d when fancy plac'd in view 
Her brighter ſcenes; when, cunningly, ſhe rais'd 
An hoſt of warriors, fierce in the purſuit 
Of foes unconquer d; when the enſigns wav d, 
And fauchions glitter'd in the rays of the ſun, 
On which the ſtrong- ey d ſoldier look'd with joy, 
While the pale coward blink d. To the fray 
She made thee witneſs; from the firſt mighty ſtroke 
Of the hot leaders, till the men in the reer 
Encounter'd, breaſt to breaſt. Then thou ſaw'ſt 
Banners and ſpears. in dread: confuſion rais d, 
Proud chieftains trodden. by the horſes hoofs, 
Bowels, and limbs, and blood pollute the earth ; 
While victory ſeiz d the ſtandard; rear d it R 
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And, trampling \ o'er the bodies of the lain, 


Summon d the laughing conquerors with her trump, 
And bade them praiſe the gods, who on their ſide, 
Battled with the fallen foe. This was the ſtretch 


Of intelleQ, which could no longer pleaſe 
When Pity, mild Philanthropy, and Peace 


Gather'd around, and ſorrow! ing ſpoke of War. | 


Then haſt thou N from thy buſy brain 
9 Theſe ſplendid i images, and turn'd thy feet 
Toward the woodlands, which the ſun had left, 
And eyening ſhadowed ; where thy fellow man 
Was ſeldom known to tread ; for ſolitude, 


Nurſe of our gentler thoughts and calmer joys, | 


By few is courted ; and to moſt ſhe ſeems © 

A weary matron, hide ſtill ear beſt ſuits - 
The © whooping owt," and nightly croaking toad ; 
Not pleaſure ſeeking mortals. But-by thee © 
She was belov'd moſt tenderly ; ; "the heard 
Thy low complaints, and liſten'd to thy woes. 
Unchiding lien'd ;—if thou mourn'd, or ſigh'd, 
She bade her hand-maid, Echo, to reply, 
And give thee ſympathy ;—if thou wept, : 

She told thee not of thy unmanlineſs, 
Nor coldly preach'd to thee philoſophy ; ; 
Of diſappointments and the'ills of lifes”. 
Of poverty and man's unſeeling pride, 

She ſuffer d thee to talk, e'en till thy ſoul, 
Having | its briels e N grow more calm. 
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Yet ere affliction touch'd thy youthful breaſt, 
Thou haſt delighted rov'd through dale and glen, 
Warm in thy blood, and fervid in thy mind; | + 
Drawing ſuch ſcenes of bliſs that, viewing them, / 
With intellectual eye, ſweet pleaſures fill'd 

Thy ſoul; and ſpread upon thy ſmiling face 
Each beautiful expreſſion; love, and hope, 
And dimpling joy alternately would rule; 
Yielding to meditation's calmer loc, 

And to religion's gleam. Unto thy God 

Thy mind, all-holy, went; though inviſible, - 
And wrapt in myſtery, thou hung'ſt no doubt 
Upon his being ; hourly thy ſoul confeſs'd, 81 0 


By pri ſthood prompted not, that he was good, 


Beyond conception great! holy and juſt; 

That, with illimitable power, he could | 
Cruſh the large globe to atoms; all the race 
Of pigmy men ſweep with his arm away, * 
Into the cells of death; that, from the earth, - 
E'en ſhould a million centuries roll between 
The fleep's commencement and the waking hour," 
He could, with beauty, call us forth again, 
Aſſigning us unto the ſpiritual hoſt, | 
Who are the guides to immortality ; 

And that in peace eternal, fadeleſs joy, 

And ecſtacy unceaſing, he could place 


Each wondering NN in his glorious realms, 


From 3 vliſs to . be happineſs of 
"Thy mind would turn ; unto the woes of man 
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Thou cav't a pitying tcar, but in his joys | 

'Thy foul participated ; * ſweet to thee 

His ſmiles ; to thee his joyous accents ſweet, 
And liberty thou loy'dſt! it was a theme 

Above all others dear; and at the name 

More rapid grew the current of thy blood, 

More warm thy Heart; that heart which nobly beat, 

Not for itſelf alone, but all mankind. 

No wild enthuſiaſt thou: to gain the prize 

Of freedom, was to ſliew thyſelf the friend 

Of virtue, and of mild philanthropy, | 

Of ſocial order, and domeſtic peace, 

Of loyalty To hurl a deſpot down, 

And raſe a guilty throne to thee were juſt 

But when upon the ſovereign of this iſle 

Reſted thy mind; when all his virtues ſhone 

Collected, and not dazzling ;-—when in him 
Thou ſaw'ſt the man e en as the-monarch great, 
Thou thought 'ſt thy country bleſt, and it was ſo; 
 Muſing, delighted, thou would'ſt leave the ſhades, 

And, journeyihg thro' the foreſt, ſeek thy home. 

But now fair love, and hope; and dimpling joy 

Have thee abandon d; and thy face no more 

Is grac'd by meditation's calmer look, 

Or by religion's gleam. Pale wrinkled care 

4 Sits on thy brow, and * in thine eye, 


* This i is „ to EW: I am indebted 1 do * 
at this time, tecollett.— 
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Which ſparkled once with rapture; thy cold heart 
Shrinks in thy breaſt, and on thy paly lips 
T migen hangs the awful ** of death. 


Why thou art thus I know not: but I mourn 
That thus thou art. I pity, and would ſerve, 
Solace and bleſs. My humble dwelling, youth, 
Stands in yon weſtward valley; go with me; 

An equal ſhare of all that it contains | 
To thee belongs ; and in my oriſons 
I'll ſupplicate my God in thy behalf, 
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Is the morning 1 walked over the town, 
with which I was much pleaſed. I extended 
my ramble, and found that the ſurrounding 

Country was not devoid of beauty; it is pret- 
tily diverſified, and though the admirer of 
the ſublime might turn from it with indif- 
ference, yet the lover of ſimplicity would re- 
gard it differently. There are woods, lawns, 

meadows, ſtreams, and intervening villages, 

to be ſeen for ſome (conſiderable diſtance on 

the one hand, and on the other is the Orwell, 

the beauty of which cannot be excelled. 
That part of the river which comes up to 

the town ſeems to be cut off from the other 

| part, ſo that, when the tide is in, it forms a 
beautiful lake, and appears to be ſurrounded 
with gradual riſing lands, which are ſuffici- 

. ently covered with oak and other trees. An 
old tower, the only remaining veſtige of a 


1 ns, which ſtands in a. village 
about 
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about two miles diſtant, riſes above a wood, 
and gives a touch of the romantic to the 
ſcene. When the water is low the proſpect 
is leſs pleaſing, the river being then almoſt 
dry; but I fortunately ſaw it when the tide 
was full, and when the wherries were coming 
in from Harwich. The breeze was favour- 
able for the paſſage; and the little veſſels went 
fwiftly through the gently ſwelling water, 
which ! in the s of an unclouded 

fans 
Having admired this very pretty ſcenery I 
returned to the town, and ſtrolled into a cir- 
culating library, . where many hundreds of 
love-ſtories and tales of horror were ranged 
on the ſhelves. Not being an enemy to 
fable blended with fonclinent, T took. up a 
book, and placed myſelf in a chair. The 
rigid ęritic looks with contumely on publica- 
tions of this nature; but I am fond of having 
the imagination played upon; when it is ſkil- 
fully done I return the inventor a ſufficient 
ſhare of applauſe, and I confeſs that I am in- 
clined to look good-naturedly on thoſe who 
ſtrive to pleaſe, even though their efforts 
ns ſhould 


os 4H ERTO. 
ſhould fail. In many of our modern novels, 
(and what critic is there now that does not 
cauſe the word modern to be given to the 
reader in italics?) there are excellent leſſons 
of morality, and ſome charming ſcenes of 
nature, which can ſcarcely fail to improve 
the young heart; in others, indeed, we find 
a ſurcharge of love and improbability, which 
may work differently on the inexperienced. 
The vitiated taſte of many juvenile readers is 

made ſtill worſe by thoſe who ſtrive to amend 

it: many a cautious father will deny his 
daughters“ reading even the works of the 

moſt celebrated preſent writers, yet ſuffer 
them to ſcan his own library, where it is 
likely they will find Humphrey Clinker, Pe- 
regrine Pickle, and other works of a ſimilar 
nature, which, though abounding with wit 
and humour, are, in many particulars, un- 
meet for the female eye. It is an obſtinate 
and ſingular opinion of many people, that 
nothing which is new can be good, becaſe i- 
is not old, A natural good taſte is better than 
a bad one reformed ; and were the produc- 
tions of our beſt writers to be put into the 


hands of a female reader, when ſhe firſt diſ- 
Covers 
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covers an inclination to peruſe works which 
captivate the fancy, ſhe would not afterwatds 
regard thoſe imitations, where incidents are 
clothed in improbability, and where ſenti- 


ment is involved in the labyrinth of non- 
ſenſe. | 


- 


Why celebrated eras ſhould turn 

from the more ſerious and philoſophic 
branches. of literature, in order to compoſe | 
works of imagination, is a common queſtion); 
but it will ſcarcely be believed by thoſe who 
are unacquainted with the art of book- 
making, that a publiſher can frequently af- 
ford to give more money for a novel, or ro- 
mance, than for a quartd of philoſophy, or 
of divinity. 
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Venality is generally more pardonable in 
an author than in any other man; his pen is 
probably his dependance, and if it will not, 
when employed in ſcience, bring him advan- 
tage, ought he to be cenſured if he turns it to 
ſubjects leſs grave and important? Gold- 
ſmith knew of theſe things, and ſpoke of 
them; and the following letter may throw 

5 F 4 | ſome 
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ſome-additional light upon the ſubject. Let 
it not hereafter be aſſerted, that genius and 
merit are ſure to meet with a reward. It is 
falſe! theſe are not the days of patronage; or 
why ſuch a letter as this from a living hiſto- 
rian and poet, whoſe labours, knowledge, 
and genius have paſſed the ordeal of criti- 
ciſm with applauſe and admiration ? An- 
ſwer me, ye patrons of merit, ye promiſing 
ſtateſmen, ye men of fortune, ad ye Gi 
taries of the Shade i l Zo 4 


= {2 B91 a i YEOITEL £4 
_ i « REVEREND: eben a - 
A very ſevere illneſs; added 8 em- 
barraſſed circumſtances, in conſequence of 
my perſevering, in moſt. inauſpicious times, to 
accumulate expences with printers, occaſion- 
ed my abrupt departure from N—— Street, 
ſoon after I was fayoured with your laſt 
_ obliging letter, oP hope Mr, M——,.y hen 
he ſent you the. ſet of — — which you 


defired, but which, for want of the -foytth 
volume; only recently compleated, I aguld 
not ſend according to your order, acquainted 
you with my unpleaſant ſituation, otherwiſe I 


mult. have appeared to you ſtrangely neg- 
lectful 
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lectful and unpolite, which was very far 
from my intention. I hope my affairs are in 
ſome train of accommodation, and that 1 
ſnall be able at Michaelmas to return with 
ſafety to N—— Street. But I have not the 
laſt preferment, though not without abun- 

dance of promiſes; and that quarto volume 
coſt nearly 5001., to pay which I refigned 
to Mr. H, the banker, my half- pay, as 
an army-chaplain. In reſpe& to the legacy 
left me verbally by Sir - „ it amount- 
ed but to twenty guineas, which, ſcarcely 
paid for the printing of eight ſheets, in- 
cluding the paper, and, on the whole, it ra- 
ther involved, than extricated me from diffi- 
culty, as, in conſequence of it, 1 engaged in 
additional printing expences. I have long 
expected a ſmall living from the C 2 
but it has not yet fallen, and my income is too 
ſtraitened at preſent to allow me, even 
with the moſt unwearied aſſiduity, to com- 
plete the arduous and expenſive work in 
which J am engaged, without much more 
extenſive patronage than I have hitherto en- 
joyed. In this fituation ſome of my friends 
aye had the humanity to advance me the 
Fe amount 


+. 
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amount of my ſecond quario volume to en- 
able me to proceed, and I am induced, fir, 
by the ſtyle of your letters, to requeſt that 
favour of you, which I aſſure you ſhall not be 
abuſed. Mr. M—— too, in his laſt letter 
informed me you had not ſettled with him on 
account of thoſe-. s, and, Iaſſure you, fir, 
ſuch is my preſent predicament, that it would 
be of the greateſt uſe to me, if tranſmitted, by a 
{mall order, to No. —, Upper N-— 
Street, where an honeſt baker lives, my 
former neighbour, at whoſe houſe I have en- 
gaged againſt - Michaelmas a ſecond floor 
or my winter's reſidence. I hope you will 
not be offended by this application, which 
is the reſult of very painful feelings, but will 
continue to a man, ſtruggling under the weight 
of confiderable difficulties, that kindneſs which 
your letters proffer, Kindneſs which I ſhall 
ever aſſiduouſſy endeavour to deſerve. | | 
I am, = with great . Kc. 


has written me word 
left two copies of my 
17 1 
9 


« P. 8. Mr: 1— 
that Mr. M 
quarto volume at his houſe at 1 


_ haps 


haps your kind recommendation to clergy- 
men in the country might prevent their being 
returned to me undiſpoſed of, for near 800 


volumes remain on hand, 1000 having been 


printed.“ 

And is this the reward for a man who ven- 
tured ſo greatly? Let indignation anſwer. 
ſs as 


4 *And are hee thoſe whole fieely a. would 


tear 5 
F rom high- born genius his immortal crown; 


Who, ſcience, boaſt thy nobleſt gifts to ſhare, 
0 blaſt thy toils with power 's impetuous fown * 


* Elegy on Sir William Jones, 
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. GOOD NIGHT. 


<7 Tus day went over, and as the even- 
ing was delightful I wandered out of the 
town. The breeze, was ſoft, and the. per- 
fume of the field- flowers was rifled by it; 
the moon roſe majeſtically i in the caſt, broad, 
red, and magnificent; the ſmaller celeſtial 
bodies were loft in its ſuperior light, and its 
far travelling beams made the ſurrounding 
country too beautiful for the deſcription of 
ſo poor a pen as mine. I viewed the fg 
philoſophically ; but my ideas were not long 
connected; — they were loſt in immenſity. 
Lielding to the reflections of an hour, I 
ſtrolled into a retired path. I afterwards 
_ withdrew my eyes from the ſcene, and ſoon 
after entered the town again. N 


4 „ „ 

As I paſſed by the door of a ſmall genteel 
houſe, I ſaw a viſiting party ſeparating for 
the night; there were twelve or fourteen 

ö e I 
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women, and, by a peculiarity of dreſs and 
phyſiognomy, I did not doubt but that moſt 
of them were old maids, and I was warranted 
in entertaining this opinion, for they addreſſ- 
reap other by the pleaſing appellation of 
nis. Good night! good night! good 
night 1 reſounded through all the party; 
they diſperſed, the-door cloſed, and the lights 
vaniſhed, though the gabbling did not ceaſe. 
1 walked forward, and, two of the old dam- 
ſels followed me; they, had no ſervant, with 
them; their heads were hooded, though the 
night-air was warm, but 1 could ſee enough 
of their faces to convince "Me that ers ns 
l notlanden of ſaſeinaton. 10% 0 1 30.53 ll 
ba CCC 

I as, going to turn into another ſtreet; 
—_ Lheard one of the ladies tell the other 
that ſhe had a ſecret. to communicate. I Tl 
ſhall not. endeayour, to account for, or to ex- Kb 
tenuate the impropriety of my curioſity ;/ but Wi 
I.confeſs that I was, much inelined to hear the 
communication, of the: lady, and, therefore, 
did not turn out of the path, though L al- 
lowed the female friends to walk before me. 
The ſtory was, however; interrupted, and 
my 


4 


— *r — 8 — 5 2 + - v 
. — — pak LE RRP w 
* - - — wa w = 
\ 


ey; 


— n _—_—_— N e 992 — + q 
dy = 8 2 S 0 L 
rn — = 1 r 922 Ra 1 
n r de ; þ n . 1 
n n IF > 2 RR W 
ED I — FP 1 Tann 
N — a — 


n 
1 
„ vr 
* = — — 


110 © ABSRFORDL 


my gratification for a while ſuſpended. A little 
ragged beggar-girl humbly implored their 
charity. e Get along, huſſey, cried one of 
the old women, pettiſhly. Dear, good 

ladies,” continued the petitioner, © pray | 
give me a halfpenny to get me a piece of 
bread. - My father is dead; my brother, who 
uſed to work for us, is gone for a ſoldier ; 
nd my poor, poor mother”— © Hold your 
tongue, you young baggage, I ſhall not give 
you any thing.” The poor girl turned ſor- 
rowfully away, and told the ſame piteous 
ſtory to me, with a pathos to which my 
heart was not Inſenfible, I was, however, 

fearful that I ſhould loſe 2 old lady's ſecret; 
I could not put aſide curioſity, neither could 
I deny the feelings of charity a ſanctuary in 
my- boſom. I ſtill walked forward, and the 
girl continued to importune me, when a 
ſtrange thought came into my head. It 
does not ſignify talking to. me, child,” I re- 
plied; © for could you make your voice as 


loud as the report of a cannon I could not 


hear you. I am very deaf, and have not 
heard a human voice diſtinctly theſe two 


79 31 ſuppoſe, * by your appear- 
ane 
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ande, that you are a little beggar; chere, 
there is ſomething for you.“ I gave her a 


piece of harps and og went 1 bleſſing 


1 . 


me. 


And now, fiſter, I will tell you my 
ſecret,” —© Huſh ! huſh? there is ſomebody 
behind us.“ O, it is only the unfortu- 
nate man who is ſo very deaf ro you muſt 


know that in the laſt game of cards I cheated | 


Mrs. Twiſt out of three ſhillings.” —< In- 
deed! I am very glad of it; pray how did 
you do it? Why Mrs. Twiſt betted 
two ſhillings that ſhe ſhould win the game; 
Thate braggers, ſo I faid, done; done, fays 
ſhe. The cards were given out, and I found 
ſuch a deviliſh bad collection in my hand, 
that I conſidered my money as loſt. Stung 
to the ſoul, I knew not what to do. A glafs 
of wine was brought to Mrs. Twiſt ; at that 
moment I gave old Mr. Trigs a pinch” of 
Scots ſnuff, which made him ' ſneeze im- 
moderately, and ſo while Mrs. Chatter was 


laughing, as if ſhe would burſt her ſides, 


J privately changed cards with Mrs, Twiſt, 
and never did I ſee fuch beauties! I played 
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uncommonly: -well;; 8 the game was decided 


in my favour; 7 I, never; felt ſuch a ſatisfac- 


tion before in all, the days of my life. I 
would not let Mrs. Chatter, my partner, 


know of it; had I told her, the would have 


Propeſed going halves. Not but that I have 
a VETY-great. reſpect for her ; for ſhe. has the 
niceſt, way of communicating the ſtate ufc her 
* that I. ever knew. e 05 N 
I Tal go 40 4.1 ee ful olds Hh 


5 «if cc Well. L and did. you get F 36 5 hngney — i 


cc, Aye, ayes that is the cream of the jeſt. 
;Do. you not recollect , that. I had a bad ſhil- 


ling? it was that which we laid on a hot 
poker, and. rubbed: wath, falt and vinegar. 
Well; 1 took. this. ſhilling ſlily out of my 
Pocket, and placed it in the palm of my 
leſt hand. Mrs. Twiſt looked as mouldy 
as a cruſt; the drew her purſe ſlowly out 
of her pocket, and took out two ſhillings, 
and laid them on the table. Bleſs my heart 
faid I, was there. ever ſuch; a ſhilling as this; 
it is the worſt counterfeit queen Anne that 1 
ever law ! I. muſt, trouble you, ma'am,” to 
change it, as I haye at this time got a great 


414 1 


deal of baſe money. She changed it, curſed 


4 
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the coiners, and did not ſmile after; ſo you 
ſee I have not made a bad night's work of it. 
Poor Mrs. Twiſt, I really pity her; ha! ha! 
ha! BO * 4 ſiſter; ha! ha! ha!” 


The. old women- now ſtopt at an houſe, 
and rapt at the door; I felt inclined to mor- 
tify them, nor did I check the impulſe. 
% Kind ladies!” ſaid T, © humbly thank” 
you for the pleaſure which your narrative has 
given me. I am. aſtoniſhed by the exceſſive. 
honour and probity that you harbour in your 
fair boſoms ; but as I find that you poſ- 
ſeſs only a ſmall knowledge of the elegant 
and uſeful ſcience of gaming, I will call on 
you nee e and give you ſome 
ee 0; OS. 
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The old women 3 fereamed wich . 
terror, to know that the deaf man had heard 
their ſecret; they ruſhed into the paſſage, 
and locked the door immediately. My con- 
tempt did not ſurmount my riſibility, and 1 
went away in a very merry mood. 
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the clouds gave a promiſe of a fine day; but 
J had ſcarcely walked three miles, when the 
ſky looked gloomy, and the rain began to 
deſcend heavily. A ſtage-coach paſſed me, 
but I declined entering it, and made my way 
towards 'a large oak tree, whoſe branches 
formed/an ample ſhelter. I found a traveller 


leaning againſt the body of the tree, and in 


order to accommodate myſelf, I ſtood by his 
fide ; on looking at his face I diſcovered that 


he was an African, and I never ſaw a black 
poſſeſſed of better features; his teeth and 


eyes were particularly fine, and in the latter 
there was that en which beſpeaks i in- 
telligence of mind. I had never, like a cer- 
_ tain ſeck of philoſophers, ranked the African 
with the Brute creation, and ] beheld the being 


before me as a fellow- man. Perceiving that 


the, Train ** through the arm of the 
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. in de morning I left Ipſwich; 


ABERFORD. 1154 


tree FRO which I ſtood, he aſked me to 
place myſelf in his ſituation, and told me that 
he would ſeek another, There was fo much 
kindneſs in this Propoſal that I caught his 
hand as he was moving, and, with thanks, 


n his offer. 


T 1 Nin en but the foliage being 
very thick we remained perfectly dry. We 
entered into converſation; talked of e 
of bis country, of liberty, and of ſlavery; and 
I found him intelligent and modeſt. The = 
of almoſt every man will form a little ſtory, 
I was inquiſitive about ſome. particular cir- 
eumſtances; and the ſtranger, in order to 
gratify me, gave me an account of the events 


| which had ere in his paſt dey 


cc Nen ackdlowbie S . gad, te are fond 
of your country: I was fond of my country; 
it was a pretty place where I did live: the 
iſland was ſmall; I could walk from the begin- 
ning to the end in the time that the ſun came 
and went. O, what pretty place J did live 
in! the tall trees nodded over us, and when 
we came from hunt we danced under ſhade of 
them. 
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ther. The mother of me did W my 


father was gone into earth: — all did love me 
—1 did love all. When they were go to 


fight, I did beg them not uſe the bow: I was | 


often peace-maker, and When paſſion went 
they « did tank me. O, that I had live and die 
there! Yanna, bad black, did lure me from 
home: I never ſaw mother more; never faw 
pretty hut more; never dance under tall trees 
more! Lanna take me to the great ſea, 
where 1 firſt ſee men of your colour the give 
me to thems and they give him rum, and iron, 
and what your Englis women wear round 
necks. When 4 .4i& ery they laugh. I was 
put into ſhip: I did turn my eyes once more 

to the iſland, and when I could not ſee longer 

I did think my heart would break. 1 was 
ſoon ſold again to Englis planter: he was good 


man, and I did love him; he made ſlaves 


Work, but did not flog them: he ſpilt no 
blood; he made no groans come from Indians 
heart; he. was gentle as wind that blow over 
the canes and ſpice- trees: but he did die !— 


Then 1 had another maſter. Slaves were 


dogs; ſlaves were thieves; and overleer's 
Whip was Aang, on ſlaves backs. How 


; 
#43 
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often have we prayed God to let us die and 
leave this villain; but God would not let us 


die, and ſo we were whipt again and again, 


and he did laugh to hear our cries! I once 
ſtruck him to the earth, and did almoſt want 


to kill him, for he did kill poor negro- woman, 


by whipping ſoul from her body! She did 
die, and leave poor little black babe behind! 


| think the great Spirit will never be ſo kind 


to him as to poor negro-woman. I ſtruck 
him to the earth for this; I brought blood 
from his white facè II Was ſeized - put into 
confine—whipt till I dropt down in 4 ſwoon. 
When blood was dry and wounds heal I run 
away, I knew I ſhould be killed if I was take; 
ſo I hid all day; and walk all night, till I 
came to the ſea,» I met good Englis failor ; 
he ge me eat and drink, and did heal my 


back, and did pray God bleſs me, and damn 


maſter. He bring me over to his country ; 


but he was drown; and I did fee him no more 61 
—They' told me I was in land of liberty: but, 
oh! I did wiſh» to be with black frens in our 


little iſlands. I am going to great city to 
work for bread. Englis dare not po. at 
hogs hy dare whip in India? ? ꝰ 
n i This 
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This interrogatory of the un would 
have puzzled many a white man, but it had 
not that effect on me; I only affured him that 
1 execrated the inhumanity of my countrymen, | 
and regarded his race with fraternal pity. He 
raiſed his fine eyes upon my face, and, ſmiling 
affectionately, claſped his hands. Is this 
the action of a man, or of 7 a brute ?”” laid I, 
* 


THE DEVIL! 


Ts fhower was now over, and the fu 
again came from his hiding placr: I gave the 
African 3 to aſſiſt him ee >a 
e his countrymeti, and on >. i atrocity . 
actions of my own, And when will ſlavery 
be done away?” faid 1; „ when will the dif- 


tinctions of colour be diſregarded, and huma- 


nity triumph over cruelty and oppreſſion: 
* one nation 2 under the laſh of 
| ” : rorture, 
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torture, another is wrapped in indifference ; 
and while the poor African faints under the 
labour of collecting the produce of his climate, 


the pitileſs Engliſhman looks forward, with 


eagerneſs, for a new ſupply for falſe appetites 
and groſs ſenſualities. The cauſe dwindles in 
the ſenate; and the object of the humane is 
likely to be protracted, even until it ſhall 
almoſt be forgotten as a national concern. 
But if freedom is not to be granted, why is 
not ſlavery ameliorated? Why is the city 
adventurer, who joins his five hundred pound 
ſtock to the capital of the man whom he has 
ſneakingly ſerved, ſent to cultivate the plan- 
tation of his ſuperior, and to uſe, at his diſcre- 

tion and will, tbe horſes, male and female ſlaves, 
and other cattle*? Ambition makes him 
rude ; power cauſes, him to be imperious; and 
avarice clothes his heart with inhumanity, 
He looks back, with contempt, on thoſe days 
when he uſed to carry his miſtteſs's prayer- 


book to Bow-church ; or when ſtill higher in 


fortune, he was admitted to the honours of a 
tourth clerk in a Thames-ſtreet warehouſe.” 


ach is the feeling ing impreſſive language of our 
"Engl lawyers pic one Ohy be- 
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6 My black acquaintance walked batons me, 
And I ſoon loſt ſight of him. I travelled this 
day with more than my uſual indolence, and 
I was nearly ten hours in performing a journey 
of eighteen miles; allowing, however, an hour 
and -half for an idle dinner, and about the ſame 
time for my impertinent converſations with 
waggoners, market - women, and milk - maids. 
In: the evening I reached Colcheſter, at Which 
place I intended to paſs tlie night. I entered 
an houſe of reception, which Had a reſpectable 
appearance: but! afterwards learned that there 
were two inns of greater name in the town. 
I did not retire to bed till twelve o'clock, 
when E followed the chamb et- maid to my 
lleeping· room: J laid myſelf down'in peace, 
and was enjoying, ſome of thoſe thoughts 
which are apt to Real” into the mind of the 
contemplative, in the hour of filence, when 
the arrangement of my ideas was deſtroyed by 


= > noiſe, which came eh ese Goth . we 
Joining room. n : 


. . 2 * 


1 Shaded che ul that the at ba be 
either broken, or yery thin, for the converſation 
chat the e perſons . was as well known to me 
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gs if Thad been in the room; and I found that 
it conſiſted of the diſſentions of a man and his 
wife. Now, will you lie ſtill?” ſaid the 
former. * No, I will not he ſtill; I will not 
go to ſleeep to-night: you ſhall not go ts 
fleep $0-night ; I will talk to you till the 
morning.! Now pray do hold your gab- 
bling, Mrs. Gooſe; why is this noſe?” 
* Why is this noiſe? Why did you 
bring me to ſuch a place as this? Have we 
had any thing comfortable? The duck was 
not half roaſted, nor half ſtuffed ; the beer 


vinegar. Did I marry a man who was fo 
much my inferior, and give him all my for- 
tune, to be treated in this manner? No, Sir! 
I would have you to know.” — My dear! 
my dear! I would have you to know, 
that I expect to be treated in a different 
manner — do not pull the bed clothes ſo — 
Yes, Sir, in a different manner; and that, 
when I am travelling, I will nor be conſidered 
as the miſtreſs of a puppet-ſhow, but as a 
lady, Sir.” —< Indeed, my dear, we have had 
2 great deal of reſpect and attention ſhewn to 
us; and I am ſure you ate a very hearty 
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was ſweet as en and the wine ſour as 
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F/ 00h „It is falſe; I did not eat a mouth- 
ful: it is falſe, I ſay !''!—<&, And then,” con- 
tinued the huſband, « there are ſome very 
decent travellers in the inn; quite as good as 
ourſelves. Did you not fee the gentleman 
that came in about eight o'clock? I am ſure 


ng belongs to the army, and his appearance is 


very reſpectable. “ It is very probable that 
he belongs to a gang of highwaymen ; or that 
be is ſome recruiting ſerjeant in an officer's caſt 
clothes.” - | | | 

"The „Thank yan t lady,” ad J, « bor your 
opinion of me * 


4 $71 tell; von What,“ 3 the "Ry 

1 conſider myſelf to be very ill treated; 1 
neither can, nor will bear it: can any thing 
be ſo bad as to put a lady to bed in a two- 
bedded room? Anßyer me that; can any 
thing be ſo bad? — 4 Many things may be 
much worſe,” replied the huſband: ©« what 
does it ſignify there being two beds in the 
room when nobody lies in one of them? 
But, pray hold your tongue, and go to ſleep; 
and do not any longer prate like a fool or 2 
8 ; | | = mad 
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mad woman. Mighty fine! mighty fine! 
you vile, you abuſive fellow! I will go to 
the other bed; and rather than be with I 
would be with the devil.” 


I wid heb jump out of bed, run acroſs the' 
room, and undraw the curtains furiouſly ; and, 
by a faint ray of light which came into my 


apartment, I found that ſhe had a candle. 


But ſhe. now ſent forth a ſcream that went 
through the houſe; and while ſhe was running 
back to her huſband, ſhe exclaimed, with 
great terror, „ The devil! the devil! the 
devil !''—<< J no devil,” faid a voice, which 
immediately knew to be the poor African's; 
I no devil, and will do you no miſchief.“ 
The terrified woman, however, continued to 
ſcream, and ſoon brought the landlord and 


landlady, cook, chamber-maid, waiter, and 


oftler into the room: I ſlipt on ſome of my 
clothes and joined the party; and a more 
comic ſcene never preſented itſelf before my 
eyes. The horror-ſtricken wife had thrown 
herſelf acroſs her alarmed huſband, and, 
without raiſing her head, pointed to the poor 
FE 
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Nothing could convince her, for a conſiderable 
time, but that ſhe had been going to throw 
kerſelf into the arms of the infernal miniſter: 
her rage, however, was wild and ungovern- 
able when circumſtances were explained to 
her by the n landlady. 


It appeared that the African came to the 
inn about ſeven o'clock, and requeſted to ſleep 
there; and that the hoſteſs had given orders 
to have him ſhewn to an ordinary room, in 
Which there were two beds. The chamber- 
maid being buly at that time, and wondering 
that her humane miſtreſs ſhould injure the 
reputation of her houſe by harbouring ſuch 
brutes, commiſſioned a little girl, who was 
occaſionally employed, to ſhew the negro to 
his chamber: but, forgetting the direction, 
and remembering only that there were two 
beds in the room, the girl conducted him to 
the chamber which had been ſet apart for the 
gentleman and lady; and poſſeſſing none of 
the antipathies of her employer, ſhe drew the 
curtains cloſe around him, and wiſhed him a 
good night, The harmleſs negro was ſoon 
1 z nor was he diſturbed until the wrang- 
ng 


. — 
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ling lady had jumped i into his bed, and nearly 
* herſelf by his ſide. 


Nothing could appeaſe the incenſed fem ale 
traveller; ſhe abuſed the landlady ; the land- 
lady retorted upon the chamber-maid ; and 
the chamber-maid pinched the ear- of the 
poor girl who had innocently occaſioned the 
uproar, and who itood trembling by the. 

fide of the half-naked oftler, Hogarth would 

have made a delectable group of us.—All the 
ſpectators now withdrew: my poor African 
friend was removed, and the travellers were 
prevailed upon to keep poſſeſſion of the 
chamber till che morning. 
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THE CARPENTER'S WIDOW. 


I 

I DID not in the morning diſcover any 
thing in the town that deſerved particular ob- 
ſervation; and I had reaſon to ſuppoſe that 
the adjacent country was not very intereſting; 
I therefore paid my hoſt the amount of his 
bill, and again ſet forward on my journey, 
Before I left the houſe I ſpoke with the African 
upon the adventure of the night; and, as I | 
paſſed a window, J kiſſed my hand to the 
mortified ſhrew, whoſe face was dreſſed with 
ſullenneſs and ill-humour. 


As I did not, at the beginning of my book, 
fatter the reader that he ſhould receive any 
information on national or grave concerns, I 
muſt entreat that he will not quarrel with me 
becauſe I endeavour merely to amuſe him. 
I have ſeveral reaſons for dwelling on theſe 
light ſubjects; ſome of which are the generally 
ple, and ſometimes unintereſting appear- 

ance 
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ance of a flat country, the deficiency of natu- 
ral curioſities, and the unimportance of the 
towns through which J paſſed. Should fate 
ever throw me upon ſome other coaſt, and 
ſend me trudging through a different country, 
Iwill endeavour to collect ſome graver matter, 
mg to arrange it with more Judgment. | 


Ic was at the cloſe of the day whe I ſaw a 
poor woman and two children near an hedge; 
a blooming infant lay at her breaſt, and her 
eyes were intently but ſadly fixed upon its 
harmleſs face, The two children were ga- 
thering flowers and collecting the ſhells of 
ſnails, The diſtreſs and miſery of the 
woman's face attracted my attention: it was 
pale and unanimated, and its features were 
fixed by grief. I gave the children a couple 
of oranges that J had in my pocket, and put 
a ſhilling into the hand of their poor ' mother, 
who thanked me, but not in the language of 
the begging tribe. Having expreſſed a deſire 
to know what was the cauſe of her unhappi- 
neſs, after a ſhort pauſe and it was a pauſe of 
eloquence—ſhe prepared to gratify me. She 


prefaced her tale by ſaying that ſne was a 
G4 wretched 
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Vretched widow, and that her babes were un- 
- fortunate in the loſs of a kind father. 


Her huſband had been a ſhip-carpenter, 
and had, for the laſt four years, reſided at 
Hamburgh ; but having a deſire to return to 
his country again, he embarked on board a 


_ _ merchant-veſſe], which was bound for England. 


They leſt the port with proſperous gales ; the 
wind however changed, it blew a ſtorm and 
bore them out of their latitude upon the 
Suffolk coaſt. The veſſel became a wreck, 
and part of the crew periſhed : the poor car- 
penter reached the ſhore in the boat; he was 
ſafe ; but his dear wife and his beloved babes 
remained in the moſt perilous ſtate, He 
truſted himſelf again in the boat ; he ſucceeded. 
in removing his treaſures, and his brother 
mariners pulled them on ſhore. The car- 
penter ſaw his wife and children Jand in ſafety: 
he ſtepped haſtily forward — fell — a wave 
broke over him; he could not withſtand its 
force, and he was never ſeen again, 


I vas ſorry that L had drawn this tale from 
| "I dbb 
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the poor woman, for ſhe ſpread her hands 
over her face and ſobbed loudly. | 


She eech told me that they had not 
been able to fave any thing from the wreck : 
ſhe received ſome favours from the people 
who lived on the coaſt, and was then travel- 
ling to London, where ſhe had ſome relations 
who would probably give a temporary ſupport 
to her and her poor little babes. When I 
ſaw my dear huſband periſh,” ſhe cried, 
© when I ſaw him ſink beneath the terrible 

waves, I prayed God to let me die with him, 

for he had ever been the kindeſt of huſbands 

and tendereſt of fathers. But when J looked 

at the infant that lay at my breaſt, and caſt 
my eyes upon my beloved and redeemed 

children, I found that * 8 ſomething ſtill to 

live for l found | 
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Her narrative was broken; her grief 
almoſt ſuffocating: I conſoled her as well as 
I poſſibly could, and was happy enough in 
procuring places in a ſtage-waggon that came 
up to us while we were talking on the melan- 
coy ſubje&, For this little action of kind- 

G5 | neſs, 
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neſs, and for the mite that I took out of my 
decreaſing purſe, the widow gave me her 
bleſſings. © Reſtrain your thanks,” I cried; 
« God ſolace and protect you! and may your 
offspring thrive and bring comfort to you.” 


THE CHURCH-YARD. 


Tur approach of night was beautiful: I 
ſaw the final departure of the ſun, and the de- 
creaſing ſplendor of the weftern heaven: I 
marked the pleaſing gravity of twilight; the 
ſolemnity of the hills and woods; and, turning 
my head, I beheld the largeſt world of light 
riſing with unrivalled majeſty. © If the great 
Diſpoſer of heaven and earth,” ſaid I, © were 
inclined to deſtroy the works of his hands, 
how eaſily were it for him to effect it by de- 
viating the courſe of that apparently ſmall 
beacon, and directing it to the terreſtrial 
world.” Horrid colliſion— For a moment 

© my 
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my head grew heavy with the thought; the 
effect, however, went over; I raiſed my eyes, 
I raiſed my mind to the divine Arbiter, while 
I exclaimed, with fervour, is not this ſufficient 
evidence of the being of a God? I conti- 
nued my walk: I ſometimes ſtopped to 
ponder, and frequently found myſelf involved 
by my own imaginations. 


I entered a church-yard; it was lonely, 


ſolemn and awful. I placed myſelf for a 
while on a tomb-ſtone ; I aroſe and walked 
beneath the branches of the thick trees that 
ſtood on the borders. The dew that hung 
on the long graſs penetrated to my feet, and 
the courſe of my blood became more languid 
when I reflected on the impotence of man and 
the triumphs of death. I ſhuddered ; and my 
eyes were almoſt tmmoveably fixed on the 
graves that were raiſed around me. There 


was ſufficient light for me to read the few in- 


fcriptions ; and in ſome leſs ſerious moment 
the equality of death might have made me 
ſmile. The bodies of the lord and the pea- 
fant were but a few ſpans diſtant from each 
ether ; the pride of birth, of blood, and of 

| 1 anceſtry 
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anceſtry was no more; the worldly farce was 
over ; the pageantry paſt; adulation could be 
no longer heard, flattery no more ſmiled 
upon; the heart could no longer {well with 
pride — it was putrid ; the ear no longer catch 
the ſound of praiſe—it had fallen from the 
fleſhleſs head. Lie ſtill, thou humble dead, 
the bony heel of greatneſs ſhall not ſpurn thee; 
there is no danger in his rattling arm; his 
ſockets contain no viſible matter to expreſs 
indignation. Reſt! of thee and him the 
ſame worm demands equal tribute; it feeds 
on his fleſh, and fatiates on thine. Reſt! the 
reign of power is over; and in the eternal 
world thy range ſhall be as free, and thy name 
as great as the ſpirit of him whoſe body rankles 
by thy hde. 


The church was rather large, and its tower 
antique. I applied my face to one of the 
windows, and caſt my eyes up the aiſle. 
Imagination was buſy with me; the moon- 
beams partially lighted the holy. edifice ; 1 
thought I ſaw ſome friends whom I had loved 
in life; I ſtretched out my arms and called on 
them: but the viſions faded, and the occult, 

f faculties 
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faculties were no longer deceived. I turned 
away mournfully, and left the church- yard 
muſing on the ſtate of life and death. 


3 


— ES wed 
hw FF * 


—— + 


SONNET I. 


* 
x 
E 8 * ve — — a 
F . 8 P _ = e —— gn — 
8 gt Ae rern eee — — — 2 — fr 
5 . : FOR - „ 2 
a K 1 — 
Wn * — _ . r — 
2 ä — —.- — — 2 : - = = 
— rr Mm Lge < _ * 88882 — =p _—_— F 
— ESTI, Ine I 20> K f - 5 a 
* = ound ins een & 2 * — — I-2 _ 
EBACE. q —— b "lin ig 2 on * DET — 2 
, — 3 3 
— — _ £ 
. 


Com'sr thou to this, proud man? — What's here? 
A head, | 

Which once, perchance, was Wiſdom's eminent ſeat: 

Ah, ſay'ſt thou ?—whither is. thy reaſon fled? 

Knaves at thy ſide, and idiots at thy feet! 

And who's the wiſeſt in this dirty bed! — 

Ye all afford the filthy worm a treat : 

Diſtinction, honours, wealth and fame are fled; - 

All, all are loſt in this ſad dark retreat. 

If this thy eternal fate, how abject, mean 


Thy preſent ſtate! and thy paſt reign how poor! 
With thee the breathleſs brute would equal ſeem, - 
When life's vile farce and mummery were oer: 
But, ah! thy ſpirit, from its idle dream, 

Shall riſe with beauty, and with glory ſoar ! 


SONNET, 
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War, hol — thou deſperate felon, who art ſeen, 

Tho' faintly, to moleſt this ſolemn place, 

Why ſhould'ſt thou ſhun the wan moon's ſloping 
beam, 

And near yon gloomy yew-trees ſlowly pace? 

Why doſt in hood of darkneſs hide thy face ?— 

Monſter! thou art more baſe than thou doſt ſeem ; 

Thy crimes have rous'd me from refſection's dream; 

Yield! yield! or, thro' the wide world, I will trace 

The pillager of graves, —Oh, God! oh, God! 

What phantom has my trembling feet beguil'd? 

I ſee thee, fleſhleſs Death! upon the ſod 

That coldly covers the new-buried child: 

 Avaunt!—return no more the path thou haſt trod, 

Nor thew to me thy aſpect ſtern and wild. 
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WHAT ſays this humble ſtone? —A virtuous maid: 
Who liv'd not to attain her twentieth year; 

To friends, and to relations, ah, moſt dear ! 

A rofe that freſhly bloom'd, but ſoon decay'd; 

A lily, whoſe fair head was early laid. — 


O, thou inſenſate! many a forrowing tear 


dell on thy fable pall and diſmal bier, 


And many a tribute has affection paid. 

How ſhort the time ſince joy's inſpiring ſmiles 
Dimpled thy innocent cheeks, and o'er them ſpread 
The fainter vermil hue! Pale Death, thy wiles 
Were too effective ;—ſoon the fpirit fled— 

And thy accurſed triumph was complete, 

When ſhe ſunk, ſhivering, at thy noiſeleſs feet. 
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A SUBSTITUTE FOR A STORY. 


Mr whole journey on tae following day 
did not furniſh me with an incident worthy of 
mention ; and I only found myſelf near to the 
city, where my travel was to end. As I could 
not poſſibly collect any anecdote for the 
reader, I have to entreat that he will accept 
the following little poem, which, for his 
amuſement, I extracted from the poet's Joſt 
manuſcript. e 
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STANZAS OF A VIIIACGCER. 


y O, GRANT me, Heaven! the power to ſoothe 
The ſorrows of the friends I love; 
To ſend the tear from grief 's ſwoln eye, 
And till the ſufferer's iſſuing ſigh; 
To make life's ills ſeem leſs ſevere 
To thoſe my boſom holds moſt dear. 


O, grant me, Heaven] the tongue to ſpeak, 
With accents gentle, mild and meek, 
To thoſe who are on ſick-beds laid; 
To thoſe who, by diſeaſe betray'd, 
Raiſe the dim eye, and gaſp for breath, 
And view the beckoning monſter Death, 


6 O, grant me, Heaven! the voice to calm 
Guilt's throbbing breaſt - with holy charm 
To lull each wild and hideous fear, 

And, as the cloſe of life draws near, 
To bid the wretch in thee repoſe— 
In thee, from whom all mercy flows, 
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I want not to explore the mines, 
Where th' unpoliſh'd jewel ſhines; 

I want not pearls beneath the deep, 
O'er which portentous billows ſweep ; 
Nor would I fend a ſingle ilave 

To ſeek, afar, a golden grave. 


&« For me ambition rears no throne, 
She forms for me no glittering crown; 
My little peaceful houſe of reſt 
She ne'er diſturbs :=«ſhould ſhe moleſt 
My ſimple manſion of repoſe, 

Life's bleſſings ſurely then would cloſe. 


« To pleaſe her favourites, ſhe may ſound 
Her noiſy clarion around, | 
And call it bliſsful harmony: 

Much more J love, at eve, to hie 
The flower- beſprinkled dale along, 


And hear the wood-lark's farewell ſong. 


% To ſcenes of havoc, murder, death, 
Where war ſuppreſſes human breath, 
And all her fiends, in ſavage mood, 
Bathe their lean limbs in ſmoking blood, 
Ambition may exult, and cry, 
This is my joy, my victory!“ 


FC But 
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« But when the viewleſs nightingale 
Charms, with her ſong, my native vale, 
And the pale moon peeps o'er the pines, 
Which bend unto the ſummer winds, 
My boſom heaves—I fay, with pride, 
Content and joy with me reſide!” 


« The cunning lures of luxury 
Have never yet ſeduc'd mine eye, 
Nor rais'd the fickly appetite j=- 

My {imple viands er invite 
Thoſe who my humble board attend, 


And ſhare the ſmiles of me, their friend, 


« No ſenſeleſs titles ſwell my name, 
Nor idly pants my breaſt for fame; 
No robes of {ilk around me flow, 

No rubies on my finger glow; 
No foreign ſweets perfume my room, 
Nor faint exotics near me bloom, 


* 
* 


My garment's poor, but ever neat, 
Pride never enters my retreat; | 
Fair morning's pearls hang on the roſe, 
That near my little lattice grows; 


And fruit and flowers my garden yields, 


While Ceres haunts my fertile fields, 
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& Hid in the copſe, or quiet grove, 
With Poeſy J love to rove ;— 
Sweet power !—her ſtrains are heard to fly, 
In fimple ſongs of melody ; 
And many a breezy ſpirit ftays, 
To liſten to her roundelays. 


„ Health, blooming goddeſs | dwells with me, 
And mirth and bright feſtivity ; 
Dear inmates! never from me rove; 
Ye are the friends whom moſt I love; 
Rich are your ſmiles and fair your eyes, 
And from your haunts dull ſorrow flies. 


6 Yet temperate be our joys,-The poor 
Unpitied never muſt deplore; 
Mild charity ſhall with us live, 
And her well-jadged favors give, 
Soothe, ſolace, comfort, cheer and raiſe 
Each forrowing wight that near us ſtrays, 


« With all thy frailties, liſtleſs man, 
I love thee greatly ſtill—thy ſpan 
Of life I would of care deprive, 
Bid anguiſh die and. joy ſurvive, 
And turn the ſeldom-erring dart 
That miſery levels at thy heart. 


& In 
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ce In thy dark cell, mi ſanthrope, brood, 
What's vile enlarge - depreciate good; 
But me thy genius ſhall not guide :— 
Be mine the pleaſure to reſide 
With Heaven's beſt beings, till the day 
My flame of life ſhall fade away? 


FAMILY 
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* 


FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 


] was almoſt ſorry, when I reached 
Whitechapel, that my journey was over: I 
turned my head back again, but the ſcenes 
of the country were loſt; the air was leſs pure; 
and I fancied the countenances of the 
buſy people leſs honeſt than thoſe which I had 
recently ſeen. For this illiberal conjecture, 
however, I am willing to make every neceſſary 
atonement, | 


I had ſome few relations to. greet, and J 
fought them immediately: I threw myſelf 
into their arms, ſpoke all the pleaſure of my 
heart, and examined their faces in order to 
ſee what alterations had happened ſince my de- 
parture. Two or three of my moſt valuable 
friends happened to be in town, and in the 
N evening 
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evening I formed them into a ſmall party, 


that my return might be celebrated by them. 
Lhad not ſpent ſo pleaſant an evening before 


for ſeveral years. There is a charm in do- 
meſtic ſociety which is not to be found in 
general acquaintance ; Nature, herſelf, ſeems 
to make one of the party, and to be the prin- 
cipal ſupport of it: even trifles are, in thoſe 
moments, important; and eloquence actuates 
the eye when 1t does not direct the tongue. , 


My friends did not retire till an hour after 


midnight; communication was free: I in- 


formed them of whatever I thought worthy of 
being attended to; and, in my turn, demanded 
to know the principal events which had recently 
taken place in public and private affairs. 
War, peace, ariſtocracy, democracy, wealth, 
poverty, infidelity, ſuicide, city uſury, St. 
James's vices, orators, players, fat biſhops, and 
lean poets, were ſome of the ſubjects which 
were diſcuſſed, 


But what was then ſaid on the different 
topics I muſt here decline to repeat: ſhould, 
however, 
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however, theſe unaſſuming trifles of ABER TOR⁰ 
be regarded with approbation, he will, at 
ſome future period, relate The Converſations 
of an Evening. 


WANDER= 


WANDERINGS IN MAY ; 
0 
UNFINISHED PROSAIC COMPOSITION, 


PUT INTO LINES OF NINE, TEN, AND ELEVEN 
$YLLABLES, 


— mmm 


— 


Ha, mildly breathing morn! hail glorious ſun! 
Whoſe beams upon my humble lattice play, 

And cheer my thatched cot, One prayer to Heaven, 
For all the bleſſings on my head heſtowed ; 

But chiefly thoſe which made the night paſs by, 
Tranquil and ſweet ; then will I calmly forth 
Among thoſe ſcenes in which I love to ſtray 

At morn, ere yet the ſhepherd boy 1s heard 

To pour his wild ſong o'er th' empurpled heath, 
As well at eve, when clouds of varied hue 
Aſſemble in the weſt. Father benign! 

Lord of the heavens above, and world below, 
Allow me health, and plant within my breaſt 

The ſocial virtues; Love, Compaſſion, Truth; 
Love to extend to all who love deſerve; 


Compaſſion to be ſhewn to thoſe who pine 
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In want, diſtreſs, or pain; and lovely Truth 
To ſpeak thy being, and extol thy deeds. 
How lovely is the morn: a thouſand charms 
Attract my wandering eye; the vallies ſinile; 
The hills are clothed with green, and deck'd with 
flowers | 

Of many a vivid hue and 33 ſcent; ; 
I know not all their names ; but every "HS 
Which poor Ophelia cull'd, and ſtrove to hang 
| Upon the pendant willow, when ſhe fell 

Into the © weeping brook,” grows on the mounts, 
And ſtrews the vales which from my hut 1 view. 
And oft, at eve, I place me by my door, 
Ober which I've taught the eglantine to creep, 
To catch the mild perfume the Zephyrs ſteal, 
Ere cloſe the violets, or the harebells droop. 
'But I will not alone obſerve the charms 
Which, with the morn, approach; I ſometimes loye 
To trace alone the foreſt rude and wide, 
Or faunter thro' the vale, or pierce the grove, 
To hear the warbler pour her evening ſong, 
When every other bird is ſtill and mute. 
Thee, Solitude, I oft have ſtrove to lure ; 
With thee held converſe ; and to thee have talk'd, 
And fancied thy reply. I've pour'd my woes 
Within thine ear, and told thee of the world 
To me malicious, proud, diſdainful, rude, 
Then ſpoke of poverty and friends forſworn. 
All this I've murmured in the lonely hour, 


When 
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When, huſh'd in peace, the happy village tribe 
Sought ſleep's ſoft bleſſing; when no noiſe was heard 
Nor far, nor near; ſave when the gloomy owl, 
With note diſſonant, took it's lowly flight 
Towards ſome neighbouring thed ; or when within 
The vapoury bog, the dark envenom'd toad 
Croak'd hideouſly. Not always then did I 

Obtain. the envied bleſſing that I ſought ; 

For ſolitude would often plant a thorn, wal 
E'en when I thought her hand would heal a wound. 
Would you ſeek pleaſure in the wild retreats, 

Let it be when the ſpirits are refin'd; 

Sedate, and temperate ; when buxom health 
Attends your footſteps, and the ſons of man 
Move not your ſpleen, nor rouſe your ſlurnb'ring cares. 
But if the world's unkind, and Fortune rude,— 

If baleful Malice holds her ſcorpion rod 

Before your eyes, or Poverty's hard hand 

Search thy cold boſom, and thy wants deny, 

Fly not to ſolitude, whole confines may 

Be found captzguous unto thoſe of death. 

What will 1$-þqot to tell thy forrow'd tale, 
Though for complaint there's cauſe, unto the woods, 
The vales and chaſmed rocks? Echo may wake 
And bear thy ſtory further; but no friend, 

With ſympathetic ſoul, and liberal hand, 

Will in the deſert venture, to redreſs 

Thy many wrongs, or ſoothe the ſmalleſt care 
That wounds thy conſcious breaſt. Speak notof what 
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Thou ſuffereſt to the moon, e' en ſhould her beams 
Pierce thro? the branches of the blaſted oak, 

Upen whoſe rude, uncovered roots thou lay'ſt 
Thy tortur'd head; thence nought wilt thou derive, 
But an encreaſe of woe; beſides, *tis ſaid, 

This planet influences the brain, and makes 
More ſtrong Imagination's power ;—then ſeek, 
Not in the hour of ſadneſs, ſcenes like theſe. 

But I will haſten to Eugenio's cot, 

And ſummon him to join me in the walk ; 

Tt is my pride to call Engenio friend ; 

His heart is candid, generous, noble, brave, 

And many a virtue in his breaſt reſides, 

Which T could well relate. —Ariſe! my friend! 

I would not let thee fleep another hour, 

"Tho! thou ſhould'ſt dream of her, whoſe cheek thy 


nps 
Cloſe preſs'd, when laſt thou faw'ſt the full-orb'd 


moon 
Riſe o'er the pines which murmur on yon mount. 
Truſt not to dreams, nor on them place thy faith; 
They are connections of our aQive thoughts, 
Mementoes of refleQions juſt gone by; 
Not harbingers of what is yet conceal'd. 
Eugenio, truſt them not: Miranda's head 
Reclines not on thy breaſt ; her ſnowy arms 
Touch not thy mattreſs; nor her ruby lips 
Invite the bridegroom's preſſure. Tis phantaſy ! 
Dream thou of wealth, and wake to find it not; 
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Or let a crown upon thy brows be plac'd, 

It's actual weight will never pain thy head, 

Nor breed mm The wieket moves — he 
comes 

Hail to my friend! the bleſſings of of the morn, 

The care of Heaven, and the boon of health 

Attend thee. O, may Contentment fair, 

Whoſe ſmile can give the poor and humble joy, 

E'er in thy breaſt reſide, and ſoothe each hour 

That God for thee has numbered. We will forth, 

And view the bright'ning proſpect; caſt our eyes 

O'er nature's ſcenes, and if we find a ſpot 

That boaſts no ſtriking charm, if ſuch there be, 

Let us not dare the artiſt's works to blame. 


Mild May, how ſweet it is to ſpend thy days 
Alas! too few—in ſylvan ſcenes like theſe; 
To inhale thy breath, and meet thy ſoft'ning winds 
Which kiſs the trembling flowers. Even now, 
As wandering down this wild and lonely dale, 
I feel thy influence, and court thy ſmiles, 
Ye towns and cities, I your arts diſdain, 
In ye no pleaſures ſeek ; the vale remote, 
The trackleſs foreſt, and the hamlet rude, 
I'll make my haunts, and ponder there whole days 
Upon the wiles of man, and cares of tate ; 
Bleſs'd with my friend Eugenio, and Content, 
Who, at the riſe of Heſper, ſhall adorn 
My poor romantic hut, and ſpread my board 
With ſimple viands, while the bird whoſe notes 
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At evening fill the glade, ſhall for me tune 

Her melancholy ſong. Here, in this grove, 
Meets not the eye a charm where'er it turns? 

Near to the oak the poplar rears it's head, 

Which bends e'en to the ſummer's lighteſt breeze. 
The ſoft-leav'd aſh, and rugged elm combine 
To form a covert, where, at ſunny noon, 

The nymph may ſtray, without the cruel fear 

Of being imbrown'd. - Hither, my Julia, come; 
And hither, friend Eugenio, bring thy love, 
That, ſhaded from the rays, we all may hold 
Sweet converſe, and the gilded noon conſume. 


Here i is a bank on which the elfin queen 

Commands her nymphs to dance, 3 the pale 
moon 

Gul through the interwoven boughs, and makes 
The glow-worm's lamp unſeen. Ye violet tribe, 
The foot of fairy has not bent to earth 
Your purple heads; nor rudely bruſh'd away 
The foſtering dews, which from grey-clouded heaven 
So recent fell. Nor is the primroſe laid: 
Refreſhed by the light ſlumbers of the night, 
It lifts it's head, unfolds it's paly charms, 
And gives it's mild perfume unto the air. 
Nor let me here forget to name tke roſe 
That on the wild buſh blooms; nor cow{lip ſweet, 
Nor lily of the vale, nor thyme that lures 
The freely ranging bee; for here they grow, 
And here ſhall fragrance ſhed, till ſummer comes, 
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Wich potent heat, and from the lap of ſpring 
Seize her choice herbage, and ſoft - tinted flowers, 


But hark! the woodland choir their throats attune, 
And pour their varied ſtrains: the mellow ſong 
Of the loud warbling thruſh delights mine ear ; 
Sweet bird! whoſe melody the moſſy dales, 

And eaverns wild re ſpond; thy firſt drawn notes 
I heard, and oft-times haſt thou pleaſure rais d, 
When, in the morn, thy green retreats I ſought; 
And made to me more ſweet the mazy path, 

When ſauntering home at eve. Still tune thy throat, 
And let thy numbers, all the ſummer long, 

Flow on th' enraptur'd ear. Curs'd be the hand 
That ſeeks thy harmleſs life; and if thou form 
Thy rugged neſt, T'}I guard it from all harm; 
And having rear'd thy young, I will not dare 
To make them captives; but provide them food, 
Till they have learnt to exerciſe the wing, 

And taſte the greateſt bleſſing Nature yields, — 
Unfettered liberty! Let me not difregard 

The earlieſt riſing minſtrel, who aſcends: 

A towering height, and pours her ſhrilly ſtrain, 
Before the ſun has tipt the loftieſt hill 

That eaſtward riſes. O, how her little throat 
Expands; how blithe ſhe leaves the world below, 
Seeming to pierce the ſkies, yet pale and grey, 
To chant a grateful oriſon to Heaven! 

Nor ſoon her efforts fail : long ſhe delights 
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The upturn'd ear of him who idly roves 

In filent glade; e'en now my ſenſe ſhe charms, 
Her pipe with melody will ſurely burſt, 

So ſweetly it is fill'd. Eugenio, ſay, 

Can the bravura of the Italian nymph, 

That moves the ſoul of Faſhion's ſelf-form'd child, 
Boaſt half the power of this poor ſimple lark, 
Whoſe votive ſtrain can ſoothe the peaſant's toil, 
And make his labour eaſy through the day. 

Let us, Eugenio, wander further on; 

For, ſince thy cot we left, th! unclouded ſup 
More brightly ſhines; the canopy of heaven 

Is now more gay and varied; we will climb 

This moſs-clad hill, and view the country round, 


O, what a ſcene! enchanting, lovely, grand, 
Simple and bold, Far as the eye can rove 
Beauties upon it ſteal; for Nature here 
| Revels in all her pride, and wakes the foul 
To rapture and delight. The diſtant hills, 
That bound the proſpect, rear their lofty heads, 
And covered are with furze and yellow broom, 
Which oft-times fave the ſhepherd from the wind 
And unexpected ſhower : ſecure he lies, 
Sidelong theſe rude protectors, till the blaſt 
Has ſwept the ſummits, or the heavy cloud 

Journied further on; then may he riſe, 
And blitheſome wander with his ſtraggling flock 
O'er the new ſpringing turf ; his carol chant, 
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Loud as the mounting lark, and mark with joy 
The varied, brighi'ning rainbow. He who Save, 
On Ida's lovely top, the golden fruit | 
To Love 's fair mother, never climbed a ſteep 
More ſweet and pleaſant. If the mid-day ſun 
Too fiercely beams, the beech allows it's ſhade, 
And he whoſe feet are wearied may recline, 
At eve's approach, upon a bed of flowers, 
And mark the ſtealing gloom. Nor rude, nor rough 
Is the green hill's deſcent ; no crumbling caves, 
No mines, no rugged quarries here are found ; 
The ſlope is gentle, and the grazing flocks. 
Have made the paſturage level, ſave, here and there, 
A knoll is ſeen, form'd of the yellow flowers 
Call'd golden king-cups, nettles without ſting, 
On whoſe white bloſſoms hang the rifling bees, 
Spear-graſs and Jadies'-hair, And lovely are 
The meads and fields which amply ſtretch beneath; 
The hawthorn hedge now ſweet and full in flower 
Divides them. Mark how yon maiden climbs 
The uncouth ſtile; ſhe xnows not that our eyes 
Her actions ſcan, or ſhe would uſe more care, | 
Nor ſhew her well-form'd leg. What's her employ? . 
For now ſhe quiet ſits—O, ſhe has pluck'd 
The whiten'd dandelion's head, and now 
She ſtrives to blow the goſſamer away, 
E'en with one breath ; if ſhe in this ſucceed, 
Twelve months ſhe will not live a lonely maid. 
But much I fear th' experiment has fail'd; 
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Penſive ſhe hangs her head, deſcends the ſtile, 

And ſaunters ſlowly on. Pine not, my fair, 

Love's blooming wreathe will grace thy brow as 

ſoon | 3 

As if thy breath had given all the down 

Unto the floating Zephyrs. See, further on, 

A tribe of peaſant children, gathering flowers, 

Eager to pluck more than their little hands 

Can fairly graſp ; yet they will bear them home, 

And decorate their hats, and form bouquets, 

- Fragrant, tho' rude ; and to their mothers tell 

Their artleſs tales; how, in the fields, they ſaw 

The gypſies, who trepan the wand'ring babes, 

And put their eyes out with an heated pin; 

And how the village witch upon them frown'd 

As they her cottage paſs'd. Blooming innocents + 

Your idle prattlings muſt delight the ear 

Of him who gave you. being, when, at eve, 
Freed from his daily toil, he ſits him down, 

Son of Content, and by his mother bless d. 


O, bent belov'd! my pilgrim ſeet have preſs'd 
The daiſied turf, unwilling {till to. cruſh 
The humbleſt flower that blows, after the ſun 
Behind the mount had ſet, and the gay clouds, 
Which journied with him to the weſtern bounds, 
Had caſt their gorgeous livery aſide, 
And evening's gloom aſſumed. Sometimes peace 
Would with me rove the unfrequented ſcene, 
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And ſuffer me e'en luxury to gain 

From Contemplation, Then would I view, 
Examine, and inſpe& my lowly ſtate ; 

Woo ſweet Contentment, and obtain her ſmiles,, 
Confeſs my fortune to be poor and mean; | 
Vet ſigh not that it were ſo; turn mine eyes 
With pleaſure toward my little woodland cot, 
Which I could not diſcern ; and: fervently 

Pour. forth my gratitude to him who made 

His ſervant as he was. Let, I confelſs,. 

It was not always thus; rude miſchance: 

And unforeſeen diſaſter ſometimes rais'd' 

A ſigh, een from my very ſoul, that mock'd 
The winds which wanton'd, and from my.weak eye 
Forc'd the rude tear that pride could not reſtrain. 


And where art thou, poor maid! who, every eve, 
When ſilence reign'd; and not a ſingle hind. 
From the lone hamlet roam'd, here pour'd thy Woes: 
And told thy ſorrowed tale? I dare believe 
Thy Maker gives not to his favourite ſaints, / 

If he in heaven be partial, ſmiles more ſweet,. 
Or milder words than:thofe beſtow'd on thee, 
Bleſs'd ſervant of Omnipotence. The moon- 
Shone faintly on:the waters of the brook, 

And the ſweet-winds were felt, but ſcarcely heard, 
When the poor wanderer-with grief reclin'd. 
Againſt this willow, and her ſad account: 
Of woes exiſting, and of ſorrows palt. 
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To me unfolded. Anguiſh oft-times ſtopt 

Her ſimple tale, and broke narration's thread, 

And oft a pauſe, more eloquent than words 

From language cull'd, gave to her ſtory grace, 

And rais'd emotions rude within my breaſt, 

Which baffled all ſuppreſſion. Thoſe who dwelt 

In the lone hamlet deem'd the maiden mad; 

But twas not ſo : her reaſon ſometimes ſtray'd, 
And grief deſtroy'd remembrance for a while; 

Yet ſoon her ſenſe return'd, and ſhe would talk 

Of thoſe events which mem'ry on her brain 

Had fix'd indelible, more ſad than wild. 

Her face was woeful pale, e'en like the * 

That in the valley rears it's ſimple head; 

Yet ſometimes it a colour would aſſume, 

Faint as the hue of hedge-roſe, waſh'd by "DOE 

Succeſſive and unceaſing. Poor Patty lov'd 

A ſailor lad, of courage bold and daring, 

One who ne'er ſhrunk when danger rul'd the hour, 

Nor felt a fear when, in the troubled air, 

Death all his vengeance hurl'd. But, for a while, 

He war forſook, and yiel ied to the powers, 

The bliſsful powers of Love. The ring was bought; 

The welding feaſt prepar'd ; the bride's array, 

White as her boſom, was laid forth, and deck'd 

With true-love knats; and, on the coming morn 

The village girls were bid to ſtrew the ground 
With flowers, freſh gathered from the mountain's 
ide. 4 SE 
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O, in thy flumbers, maiden, all was peace; 
No fearful dreams diſturb'd thy filent hours, 
No wild chimeras fix d upon thy brain, 
With ſabtle force; but, on thy lowly couch, 
Supported by an arm as white as ſnow 
Which ſtrews the Pyrenean height, thy head 
Languid reclin'd. Ah, me! that bliſs ſhould fly 
So ſwift away, and the dun wings of grief, 
Like the light ſwallows, bear her thro” the air, 
Nor fail her till ſhe reach the deſtin'd goal. 

The hour was twelve, and ſilent was the night, 
When to poor Arthur's bed the preſs-gang came, 
With treacherous intent. The lover wak'd, 
And look'd around, and found himſelf betray'd, 
| Sigh'd forth his Patty's name, and loudly rail'd 
At Fortune's malice ;—then, with manly grace, 
He told unto his cruel foes the joys 
That were ſo lately promis'd; urg'd and begg'd 
For freedom's ſweets, yet ſtill, with anguiſh, found 
Captivity his lot. What! not allow'd 
One word of ſolace, one ſweet parting kiſs, 
From her who, when the ſun, at morn, ſhould play 
On the blue waters of the lake, or chaſe 
The vapour from the mountains, would have been 
His happy bride! Oh Fate, ſevere and hard! 
Though valour ever had his actions form'd, 

And led him on to glory, now he wepft, 
And gave his deep-drawn ſighs unto the gale, 
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That bore him far from ſhore,. far from his love, 
His ſweet: affianc'd: Wife. Soon the crew 

Hail'd the proud ſhip, and plac'd'upon it's deck 
Their new-gain'd-prize;. who,.tho' by. love poſſeſſed, 
Still had a valiant ſoul. Now: the beach, 

The cliff and land-mark faded on the eye 

Of the heart-wounded: mariner; oft he gaz d 
Upon the length.of. waters. left behind ;. 

And all the day, o'er which the god of Love 
Should have preſided, ſpent. he with. complaints;. 
And heavy ſighs of ſoul-afflicting grief. 

But, ah! his woes were little when compar'd: 
With thoſe which in the boſom. of his love, 
Conjur'd rebellion againſt gentle peace, 

And urg d the torturing paſſions to aſſume 
Deſpotic power, and on the finer. ſenſe 

To heap. deſtruction. Wild and piercing ſhrieks 
The maid fent forth, when ſhe, at morn, was told: 
The fate of her true love; the ſought the ſtrand, 
And on the ſwelling ocean's verge complain'd.. 


Month paſs'd o'er: month, and .nought ſhe learn'd 
at him. TS 

Who Kindled.in.her. breaſt the flame of love. 

Sad were her days, with unavailing plaints- 

The heavy night went oer; ſeldom ſhe ſlept ;: 

And if, perchance,. ſhe ſlumbered for a while 

Still it was but to rouſe with wild affright. 

Huge Phantaſy and horrid dreams diſturbdd 
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The maiden's brain; oft, in-the-dead of night, 
When the harſh winds ſwept o'er her humble roof;, . 
And ſhook her lattice, would ſhe trembling wake, 
And wildly ſtart from her unquiet be... 
While ſhe, with dread, unclos'd: her painful: eyes, 
To gaze upon the ſpectre which, ſhe thought, 
Faintly deſir'd her to repair, with ſpeed, 
Unto. the gloomy ſhades where livid Death 
Rules with a monarch's * At length chere 

came | 
Tidings of him for whom ſhe ſhed her tears, 
For whom ſhe. hourly ſigh'd ; but they were 
With miſery fraught, and. never was the ſeen 
After that honr to ſmile, or heard to ſpeak 
With chearfulneſs or peace. For it was. ſaid;. 
By an old failor, who, at midnight hour, 
Came to the door, and rous'd her from her bed; 
That gallant Arthur had in, battle been, 
And that a fiery, cannon ball, had torn 
The youth to atoms. The fierce © fon of ſin' 
Forbore a while to claſp the ſorrowing maid. 
Within his fleſhleſs arms; {till he came 
And every day depriv d her of a charm, 
Drain'd. the red ſource of life, but fed with care. 
Enward the monſter mourn'd, when he no more 
Could to his feaſt return; and. much he fear'd 
His cankering teeth would never more be fix'd- 
On one ſo lovely—In a lonely ſpot, 
Which the dark yeugh o'erſhadews, was ſhe laid; 
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I ſaw her in the earth by hinds repos'd, 

And dropt the tear of forrow ; ſince that time 

I've rov'd at midnight thro' the church- yard's gloom, 
And oft- times fadden ſtopt, and, o'er her grave, 
Given my ſighs unto the paſſing breeze. 


Eugenio weeping ! bruſh thoſe tears away, 
And diſſipate the gloom: that pity ſpreads 
Upon thy brow, e'en as ftill evening hangs 
Her darkening clouds o'er fome delightful ſcene. 
What would the eaſy ſon of faſhion fay 
To this dejection? He would laugh aloud, 
Mimie the melancholy of thy face, 
Call ſympathy abſurd, compaſſion weak, 
And tell thee that no forrows but thine own 
Should in thy breaſt the ſenſe of feeling rouſe. 


O, Fancy! on whoſe radiant forehead glows 
Reaſon's bright gem ; morning and ſilent eve 
My invocations have I made to thee, 
' Secluded in the ſhades, or wandering on 
The banks of ſome rude ſtream with wild flowers 
ſtrewn, 
Where ne'er a foot but mine the turf had preſt, 
Since the firſt violet rear'd it's fragrant head, 
And gave it's odour to the vernal gales. 
. Sweet power! inſpire thy ſuppliant with thine aid; 
Bethe directreſs of my humble muſe, 
And when, at ſunny noon, thy ample wings 
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Expand to meet the gale, while thou aſcend'ſt 
With head reclining on thy lily hand, 

And eyes of ſmiling brightneſs, in my mind 

Conjure thy fairy viſions. If my ſtrain 

Be rude, and want the elegance to charm, 

I'll make thee, gentle Fancy, my ſupport, 

And form the texture of thy ſilken web 

By ſimple rules; that, if J gain not fame, 

I may not, by ren on me draw 

Ihe eye of 3 or . diſdain. 


Mild! is the bovis that from the mountain comes; 


And paſſes o'er the lake; he who toils 

From early morn until the ſolar orb 

Sinks, with it's beauties, in the weſtern main, 
Shall bleſs the kind refreſhment, and oft turn 

His panting breaſt, and ſweat encumbered brow, 
Wip'd with his ſun-burnt hand, to meet the gale. 
Through this green alley let us ſtray ; the hedge. 


Is form'd with flowers, which hourly bloom and 


. ſmile, 
And many a day ſurvive; they cloſe at eve, 
And ſeem to ſhare repoſe which is beſtow'd 
On animated nature, Dews from heaven 
Upon them fall, and in the ſilken fold 
And cup declining ſteal ; and when dun night 
ColleQs her robe, and with her ſhadows fly, 
While morn comes laughing, then again they rear 
Th' invigorated ſtem, and ſpread their leaves 
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In gay profuſion to the unclouded ſun. 
Een now they catch bright beauties from the ray 
Which travels to the earth; their mild perfume 
The air enriches, and the pilfering tribe, 
Who, in their wealth exulting, oft- time are 
Environed by ruin, hither wing 
Their blitheſome flight, and from the ſweeteſt flowers 
Extract the clammy moiſture. Woodbines here, 
The eglantines imprun'd, and ſucklings wild 
The paſſage intercept, and we muſt break 
Their bloſſom-- loaded branches. Now, again, 
Nature, to us, unfolds her thouſand charms; 
But to deſcant as admiration prompts 
Might take Eugenio's patience, without which 
Man frets thro' life, while every day to him 
Seems a long month of rude continued care. 
Caſt but thine eyes upon yon neighbouring hill, 
And view the vagrants ſprawling on the ground 
Beſide a bloſfom'd thorn ; on which is hung 
The tatter'd apron,-which within the brook 
The gipſey wench had plung d. Hark! have the 
brats, 

Produce of love, by marriage ne'er confirm'd, 
Squall in their mother's ears, and roar for food, 
While, girdled at her back, and wnapp'd in rags, 
The ſhrill-ton'd infant joins the harmony, 

And ſtrives to gain the breaſt. Now from the aſs: 
The panniers are remov'd, and all the ſcraps 
Which in the greaſy wallet had been plac'd, 
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Are ſet before the little noiſy crew. 

Contention ceaſes; nature's powerful claims 
Are ſatisfying, and no more the gripes 

Of Hunger's hand are felt. Coarſe food it ſeems; 
If it were e'er luxurious, many a board 

It muſt have covered. Firſt, perchance, it help'd 
To ſpread ſome glutton's table ; then it pall'd 
The high-fed ſervants of a ſpend-thrift lord; 
Till, paſſing in the hall, the dainty cook _ 
Gave it to ſome poor cottage girl; and ſhe, 
Having more love than appetite, exchang'd 

The ſavoury morſel for the wondrous tale 

Of fortune yet to come, and ſweet-heart's faith, 


Fes, it was even fo; for yeſter-eve,, 

When ſunk the ſun, and ſhadows o'er the earth. 
Were gradual ſpread, I ſaw thee by the gate 
That fronts the little garden of a cot, 
Whiſpering a ruſtic nymph, within whoſe eye 
Bright love was ſeen to blaze, while oft ſhe turn d 
Her head unto the wicket, harbouring fear | 
E'en midſt her rapture, leſt from thence ſhould come 
Her angry mother; and the divinereſs ſend 
Away, ere all the ſtory was reveal'd. 
Say, what mellifluous lies by thee were pour'd. 
Within the virgin's ear; what planet ſmil'd 
Auſpicious o'er her, when into the world 
She was by nature brought-—what happy day 
Is fix'd by Fate to have the nuptial rites 
Perform'd, when roſes Hymen's brow ſhall twine, 
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And lilies bind the treſſes of the bride? | 

O, thou deceiver! tho' thy tale was ſweet, 
What woes may follow if the youth ſhould turn 
To vile inconſtancy, and woo ſome maid 

Of better fortune ; then no more her hands 
Shall guide the woodbine tendrils o'er the door 


Of her dear native cot; no more ſhe'll hear, 
With fix'd delight, the throſtle's morning notes 


Which waken Echo; or the lark's ſhrill ſtrain, 


Which ceaſes not until the ſummer winds 

Have ſung their evening lullaby ; no more, 

With flowery chaplet crown'd, ſhall beat the turf 
With her light feet, whoſe motion the blithe pipe 
And merry tabor guide. Sorcereſs! if e'er 

The diſappointtnent of thoſe blaſted hopes, 
Which thou didſt conjure, ſhould effect this change, 
Thou wilt have ruined the faireſt maid | 
That ever bloom'd among theſe woodland ſcenes, 
Sweet Nature's partial child. And yet 

Thy rude and vagrant life I ſcarce can blame; 
For what example was before thee plac'd, 


| Whereby thou aught could'ſt proit?- For thy fire, 


And his forefathers, ſhe who gave thee birth 
Within the roofleſs neat-houſe, ſiſters, aunts, 
And every relative of ſwarthy hue, 

Thy occupation follow'd, Pinch'd by Sant, 
Fierce hunger, or diſtreſs, or prompted by 
Habitual love of theft, and lawleſs gain, 
Some wretched ar. ceſtor his country” s laws 
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May have contemned, and from the traveller ſtol'n 
The heavy laden purſe, and watch that beat 
Een to it's frighted maſter's pulſe, then ſkulk'd, 
Fearing detection, many a month, within 

The foreſt intricate, and cave unknown 

To his purſuers. Some one, more ſavage ſtill, 
May the ſharp knife within the breaſt have plung d 
Draining the current, on whoſe ebb and flow 
Depends exiſtence ; but, for this guilty deed ' 
Heaven's vengeance on him fell, and early brought 
Juſt retribution, ſhedding blood for blood, 

And cauſing pang for pang : for ſoon or late 

Such direful actions are by God reveal'd, 

For man's example; and the ſharpeſt throe 

That is on earth inflicted for the crime, 

Is not a thouſandth part ſo dreadful fierce 

As thoſe which will aſſail him, when the jaws 

Of hell, on his appxgach, are opened wide 
Tobreathe damnation. Now, perchance, the wretch, 
Oc his conſuming parts or filthy bones 

Or feſtered limbs, disjointing as the ſun 

Corruption breeds, may on ſome gibbet hang, 
Diffuſing o'er the wild and dreary heath 

A horrid ſtench, which lures the hungry crows, 
Who to the feaſt repair, and, with their beaks, 

Pull from the ſocket the half-waſted eye, 

Then for the morſel fight. Shocking to view! 
There he may rudely ſwing throughout the night 

Of fierce December, dreſt fantaſtically = 
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With gathering ſnows, while crackling icicles 

Hang on his ribs which burſt thro' rottenneſs. 

Or when the ſummer tempeſt rages loud, 

The unconſcious bones receive th' electric ſhock, 

As light'nings gleam upon the incaſing ſteel, 

And ſhew the wretch in all his hideouſneſs, 

To the fear-ſtricken traveller beneath; 

Who, ſhivering, breathes a prayers ; then onward 
goes, 

With dreadful apprehenſions, turning oft 

His glaring eye unto the horrid ſpot; 

Not certain he but that the ghaſtly form 

Has ſlipt the gibbet, and, fleet-footed, run 

His noxious courſe upon the trackleſs heath, 

Foe to the good and innocent. Yet ſuch events 

Have ſurely never happen'd ; for the face 

Of the dun wanderer is not mark'd by grief, 

Nor by regret, nor care. Bat nature may 

Have fail'd to plant within her that fine ſenſe 

Which inward thrilts, and by it's cunning powers 

Too ſubtle for perception, on the wretch 

Who harbours it, deſtruction early brings. 

O, that the apathy which warps the ſoul. 

Of the rude vagrant, would within my breaſt 

Creep cunningly, and there aſſume a power 

That baffles woe, and prying Sorrow routs, 

Ere her curs'd machinations are complete. 

Then what to me would ſeem the buſy world, 

It's dull indifference, or pointed ſcorn? 


The 
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The-proud man would be humble and his eye 
No longer glance effeQual diſdain ; 


Sighs would not pain my breaſt, nor would the brine 


Of grief impetuous flow; fortune no more 

Would be regarded as a ſpiteful hag, 

And if ſhe came not ſmiling, ſhowering gold, 

Nor raiſing pomp's gay viſions, ſtill no cauſe 

Would there remain for me to heap the curſe 

Of diſappointment on her. Not always thus, 

Dull and inſenſate, would I have my mind; 

Gloomy torpidity our nature ſhames: 

The active ſenſe that borders on exceſs 

Is not more cenſurable. We ſometimes wiſh 

To blunt the arrows which Affliction's hand 

Sends without erring; but to wrap the ſoul 

Within the cloak of apathy, and thence 

Exclude the various feelings, which are brought 

By circumſtance peculiar, is to ſhift 

From us each bleſt refinement; and to maxe 

Our minds, beſt gifts of Heaven, concomitant 

To thoſe of the moſt abject beaſts that ſleep 

The winter months away, and wake with ſloth, 

When Spring's fair hand, upon the far-ſtretch'd 
earth, | 

| Sheds her green beauties and bright tinted flowers. 


O ſcenes belov'd! mine eyes upon ye dwell | 
With joy unfading ; every vale and grove, 
Where ſtrays the peaſant, and the ſtock- dove mourns 
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For it's loſt mate, is grateful to my fight. *' 
Hard are the toils of yon poor hind, whoſe hands 5 
[Twine the rude briars, and exerciſe the ſpade 
Many a weary hour; and yet the notes | 

Of his wild ſong float on the breeze of ſpring, 
And thro' the woodlands fly. When the day's toil 
Is o'er, he ſhall unto his wife and babes | 
Happy return; and ſmile upon their ſports 
And fond endearments, which mult ever pleaſe. 
And what's more joyous than yon ſtraggling deer, 
That thro' the covert breaks, with vigorous bound, 
And o'er the paſturage friſks, while his big horns 
He proudly rears. Poor animal! ne'er may 

"The beugle ſound within his lonely haunts, 

Nor, from the green receſſes and cool ſhades, 

Send him a friendleſs alien. The joys 
That now he ſhares are thoſe which ſweetly riſe 
From liberty's bleſt ſource. Would his bliſs 

Be equal to the preſent if his range | 

Was to the park confin'd? Sure he would pant 


Again to trace the wilds, and foreſts wide, 


Scenes of his guileleſs youth ; to graze beneath 
His favourite ſhades, and on the rivulet's ſide, 
Which violets cover, to repoſe his limbs 


Till the hot hour of noon has paſſed away. 


Whether in man, or beaſt, or bird that beats : 
The air, or reptile that upon the earth 
Crawls lowly, it is found that nought is priz'd 
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The lark will riſe, and the harmonious foree 
Of his ſweet pipe diſplay; yea, ſoar ſo high” - 25 n 
That he eludes the wandering peaſant (gaze, 
And, joyous in his range, Which has no hounds;- + 
He ſeems to aim at heaven. But ſhould he fall 
Within the cunning lure which man has plac'd 
Beneath the waving corn, he mourns his fate ; 
And, ſtruggling for his freedom, breaks his wing, 
Or maims his little body. What if he's ſhut 
Within a cage whoſe wires are made of gold, 
Will he not pant for liberty each hour, | 

And long deplore captivity ?—Curſes fall 

Upon the man, who coldly could invent 

The ſpecious chains of ſlavery, to bind 

Thoſe in whoſe minds the great Creator plac'd 
The mighty , of thought, and in whoſe 


hearts 
His wonderous fingers fix d the ſecret chords 


That vibrate to the ever-changing ſenſe. 


Liberty! within thy dome ſhould gleam 
Virtue's unfading taper, which extinct 
Thy ways can never be by man explor'd, 
Nor found to lead to univerſal good. 
Stay not within thy temple, goddeſs! forth 
Into the world; traverſe the mighty globe; 
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And ſpurn at circumſcription let the ſons . . 
Of Afric ſhare thoſe bleflings which thou giv * 
To Europe's paler children. With thy voice 
Call back thy daring vetaries when they err; 
And tell them Virtue is thy deareſt friend, 

And Vice thy abhorred foe. , In palaces. _ 

Than mayRovddes: 9 „%% „ 
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